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ACTVS PRIMYVS. 


Enter the Ghoſt of Andrea,and with him Reuenge. 
Ghoſt. | 
Hen this eternall ſubſtance of my Soule, 
Didliue impriſoned in.my wonted fleſh, 
Each in their funRion ſcruing other need, 
I was a Courtier inthe Spaniſh Courr : 
My name was Dov «Andrea: my diſcent, 
Thou ghnot ignoble, yer inferiour farre 
To gracious Fortunes of my tender youth : 
There in the prime and pride of all my yeares, 
By dutious Seruice, anddeſcruing loue, 
In ſecret I poſſeſt a worthy Dame, 
Which hight ſweet Belimpersa by name : 
But in the Harueſt of my Summers toyes, 
Deaths Winter nipt the bloflomes of my bliſle, 
Forcing diuorſe betwixt my Lone and mee ; 
For in the late Contli& with Portingale, 
My Valour drew me into dangergnouth, 
Till life rodeath,made paſſage through my wounds. 
When I was {laine,my Soule Jeſcended ſtraight, 
Topaſſe the flowing ſtreame of eAcberon: | 
But churliſh Charon,onely Boatman there, 
Said,that my Rites of Buriallnot perform'd, 
I might not fit among his. Paſſengers. ', - 
Ere So! had flept.three nights 1nT bets lap, . 
And ſlakt his {moaking Chariot in her flaodz 
By Dow Horatio our Knight-Mirſhals ſonne, 
My Funerals and Obſequies were done. 
Then was the Ferry-man.of Hellcontenr, 
To paſſe me ouer totheſlimie Strang, - 
That leads to fell 4uerwws ougly waunes,: 1 
There pleaſing Gerherst with homedſpeech, :- :/ 
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I paſtthe perils of the formoſt Porch; .. -- nt! 
Not farre from hence, amidſt tenthouſand ſoules, 

Sate Mines, Eacur,and Raderyant : 

To whom no ſooner gan I make approach, 

To craue a Palport for my wandring Ghott. . 

Eut ©Afner 1h grauen leaues of Lotterie, 

Drew forth the matncr of my life and death, 

This Knight (quoth he) both liu'd and died in loue, 

And for his Love,tried fortune of the warres, 

And by Warres fortune,loft bothloue and life, 

Why thcn (ſaid Eacwr) conuey him hence, 

To walke with Loyers in our helds of Louc; | 

And fpend the tourſe of cucriafting time, 

V nder greene Myrtle trees, and Cypres ſhades. 

No, no, (ſaid Radamaxt) it were not well, 

With louing ſoules, to place a Mattialliſt, 

Hee dyed in Warre, and muſt to Martiall Fields: 
Where wounded Heer liucs in laſting paine, 
And eFchilles Mermidons doc ſcoure the plaine, 
Then Miner, mildeſt Cenſurer of the three, 
Made this deuice, toend the difference ; 
| Send him (quoth he) to our infernall King, 
. To doome him as beft ſeemes his Mateſtic, 

Tothis effe&,my Paſportitraight was drawne, 


Was ready fall downe'tg theYes 
Where bloody Furies ſhakes 
And poorc [ion turnes an'cnak 
Where Vſurcrs are choakt wii 
And Wantons are embrac'd With 
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T he Spaniſh Tydgedie. 
And Murderers greene et wor regs, wounds, 
And periur'd wighes ſcalded in boyling Lead, 
And all foule ſinnes with torments onerwhelar'd; 
Twixt theſe two wayes, I trode'the micdle path, 
Which brought mee to the faire Elizar Greene 2. 
In midſt whereof, there ſtands a ſtately Tower, 
The Walles of Brafle, the Gates of Adamant, 
Heere finding Pluto with his Proferpime, = 
I ſhewed my Paſport humbled on my Knee; 
Whereat faire Preſopine began toſmile, 
I begg'd that onely ſhee might giue my doome, 
Pluto was pleas'd, andſeal'd it with a kifſe, 
Foorthwith Rewenge, ſhe rounded thee in the eare, © «» 
And bade thee lead me through the gates of Horror: 
Where Dreames haue paſſage inthe filent night, 
No ſooner had ſhee ſpoke,but we were heere, 
(I wote not how) in twinckling of an eye. 

Rewenge. Then know Avnarea, that thou art arriv'd, _ 

Wherethou ſhalt ſee the Author'ot thy death, 
Don Balthazar, the Prince of Portiagale, 
Depriu'd of life by Belimperia, - | 

Heere ſit wee downe toſcethe Myſtery; + +. 
Andſcrue for Chorus in this Tragegic,* - 
Emter Spaniſh King , Generall, Caſivle, and 
Hieroneme. 

King. Now ſay Lord Generall, how fares our Campe ? 

Gene. All well(my Soucraigne Licge)except ſome few, 
That are deceaſt by fortune of the Warre, _ 

Kmg. But what pretends thy chearefull countenance, 
And poſting to our preſence thus irrhaſte? © | 
Spcake-man, hath Fortune given-ys yiRory? 

Gere, ViQory (my Liege) and that with little loſſss 

King. Our Portimgales will pay vs Tribute then ? 

Gene. Tribute,and wonted Homage therewithall. 

Kmng. Then leſt be Heauenzat Senate 
From whole faire influence {ach Tuſtice flowes, 


ali 
Caſt. O multum diletto Des, nb mulitat «ther, 
Et conmrate cnfluate poplits gentes - 
| Ag. 
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OO T6 SpamiſbTrageadie. © 
| Succambant : reli foror eft vitoriainrg, © 4 
| " King, Thankesto my louing Brother of Cafe. 
| Bur Genera/l;ynfold in briefe Difcoarſe | 
Your forme of Batrell, and your warres ſucceſſe; 
That adding all the pleaſure of thy newes 
vnto the height of former happineſſe, 
W ith deeper wage, and greater dignitie, 
| Wee may reward thy blisfull Chiualry, 
i Gene. Where Spame and Pertingate doe ioyntly knic, 
{ | Their Frontires, leaning on each others Bounds : 
| There met our Armies in their proudaray : 
| Both furniſhewell,both full of bopeandfeare : 
| Both menacing alike with daring Showes, 
' Both vaunting ſundry colonrs of denice, 
Both cheerely ſounding Trumpets, Drummes,and Fifes, 
Both raiſing dreadfull Clamors to the Skie, 

That Vallics, Hilles,and Riuers made rebound, 
AndHeauen it ſelfe was frighted with the ſound. 
Ofr Battailes bothwere pitcht in Squadron forme, 
| Each corner ſtrongly fenc'd with wings of Shot z: ® 
| | But ere we ioyn'd,and came to paſh Pike, 

| I brought a Squadrowef the readicſt Shor, 

| From out our Reareward, to begin the fight; 
They brought another Wing Yencounter vs : 
Meane while, our Ordnance playd on cither fide, 
AndCaptaitiesſtroueto haye their Valour tride, 
Don Pearo theitchicte Horſemens Corone]l, 
] Did with his Coronet brauely make attempr, 
To breake the Ordet of onr Batte!l rankes : 
| But Don Rogero worthy man of Warre, 
if Marcht foorthagainſ him with our Musketiers, 

| And ſtops the malice of his fell approach. ! 

Which they maintaine hote Skirmiſh reand fro, 
Both Battailes ioyne; andfall to handy-blozves : 
Their yiolent Shor retembling th'Oceans rage, 
| When roaring loud, and witha ſwelling ryde, 
1 It beats vponthe rampires of huge Rockes, 
6 | And gapestoſwallow-neighbour-botfnding Lands ; 
| 43 | Now 

| . 


Now when Zel/ow«. ragethheere and there, - | 
Thicke ftormes of Bullets ranne like Winters|Hayle, 
And ſhiuered Launces dark'd the troubled Aye, 


Pede Per, & cufpide cuffs, 
eAnn fonant annis, vir petiturque vire, 


On enery ſide Cropt Captaines tothe ground, 
And Souldiers lie maim'd, ſome {laine outright z 
Heere falles a body ſundred from his Head, 
There Legges and Armes lie bleeding onthe graſle, 
Mingled with weapons, and ynbowed Steedes, 
Thar ſcattering ouer-ſpread the purple Plaine, 
In all this turmoyle three long howres and more,, « 
The V iRory to neither part enclinde, 
Till Dew Andrea with his braue Launciers, 
Intheir maine Battaile made ſo great a breach, 
That halte diſmayd, the multitude retirde ; 
But Balthazar the Portingales young Prince, 
Brought reſcue, and encourag'd them to ſtay. 
Heere-hence the fight was eagerly renew'd, 
And in that Confli& was eAudrea flaine, 
Braue man at Armes, but weake to Balthazar : 
Yet while the Prince inſulting ouer him, ® 
Breath'd out proud vaunts, ſounding to our reproach, 
Friendſhip and hardie Valour ioywdin one, 
Prickt foorth Horatio our Knight-Marſhals Sorme, 
Tockallenge foorth that Prince to {ingle fight z 
Not long betweene theſe twaine the fight indur'd, 
But ſtraight the Prince was beaten from his Horſe, .. 
And forc'd to yeeld him priſoner to his foe. 
W hen hee was taken, allthe reſt they fled, 
And our Carbines purſued them todeath, 
Till Phebus wauing to the Weſterne Deepe, 
Our Trampetters were charg'dto ſound Retreat, | 
King, Thankes good L. General! tor theſe goodnewes; . 
And for ſome argument of more to come, 
Take this,and weare tor thy Soueraignes ſake, 
Gines him buy Chaine, 
A 4 Bur ' 
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But tell me now, haſt theu confirm'da peace? 
Gen. No peace(my Licge)but Peace conditionall, 
That if with homage tribute may be.payd, 
The fury of our forces will be ſtay: 
And tothat Peace, their Y iccroy hath ſubſcribde, 
; Gines the King 4 Paper, 
And made a ſolemne yo, that during life, 
This Tribute ſhall be truely payde to Spames 
King. Theſe words thets Rs become thy perſon well, 
But now Knight Marſhall, frolicke with the King, 
For tis thy Sonne that winnes that Battels prize. 
Hier, Long may he liue to ſerue my Soueraigne Liege, 
And ſoone decay, vnlefle he ſcruc my Liege, 
eA Trumpet afzrre off, 
King. Ner thou,nor he, ſhall dye without reward. 
What meanes this warning of the Trumpets ſound ? 
Gene, This tels me,thart your Graces men of warre, 
Such as warres fortune hack reſeru'd from death, 
Come marching on towards your royall Scat, 
. To Roy GO before your Coane ; 
" Forſol m charge at my rt; 
Wherchs by Ginddlration ſhalla wy 
Fur all, except three hundred, or tew more, 
re ſafe return'd, and by their focs enricht. 
The Arme meetes, Balthazar betweene Lorenzs 
ard Horatio, captive. 
King, A gladſome ſight, I long toſce them heere, 
HY . They enter, and paſſe by. 
Was that the warlike Prince of Portmpate, 
That by our Nephew was in Triumphled d 
Gene, It was (my Licge)the Prince of Portingale, 
Kwg. But what was he, that on the other ſide, 
Held him by th'arme, as Partner of the Prize? 
Hier. That was my Sonne, (my gracious Soueraigne) 
Of whom, rough from his tender [nfancie, 
My louing thoughts didnener hepe but well: 
Hee nener pleas'd his Fathers eyes tillnow, 
Nor fil'd my heart withoucr-cloying ioyes. " 
Aj. # my. 
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X 5«p, Goe, letthem march once more about theſe walles, 
That itaying them, we may conferre and talke, 
With our braue Priſoner, and his double Guard. 
Hieronimo, 1t greatly pleafeth VS, 
That in our V itory thou haue a ſhare, * 
By vertue of thy worthy Sonnes exploit, Enter againe, 
Bring hither the young Prince of Portweale, 
The reſt march on: Butere they be diſmiſt, 
Wee will beſtow on euery Souldier rwo Duckets, 
And on euery Leaderten ; that they may know 
Our largeſle welcomes ther,  £xeunt all but Bal.Lor. 5 Hor. 
Welcome Don Balthazar, welcome Nephew : 
And thou Horatio, thou art welcome too: 
Young Prince,althoughthy Fathers hard miſ-deeds, 
In keeping backe the Tribute that he owes,' 
Deſerue bur euill meaſure at our hands; 
Yet ſhalt thou know, that Spaine 1s honourable. 
Bale, The treſpafle that my Father made irrpeace, 
Is now controut{ by fortane of the warres : 
And Cards once dealt,it bootsnot aske why (o ? 
His men are {laine,a weakning to the Realme; 
His Colours ceazd,a blot ynto his name; 
His $onnediſtreſt,a corſiue to his heart : 
Theſe puniſhments may clearc his late offence, 
King. 1 Balthazar, if he obſerues this Truce, 
Our peace will grow the ſtronger for thelc warrs z 
Meane whileliuc thou, though not in libertic, 
Yet free from bearing any ſcruile yoake : 
For in our hearing, thy deſerts were great, 
Andin our {aght thy ſelfe art gracious.” _ 
Balt, And | ſhall ſtudie todcſcruc this grace. 
King, But tell me, (for their holding makes medoubt) 
To which of theſe twaine art thou Priſoner? 
Lorew, Tomece,my-Lord, 
Hors, To me, my Soucraigne. 
Lor, This hand firſt tooke the Courſer by the Reines. 
| Hoy, Bur firft my Launce didput him from tus Horſe, 
Lor. I ceaz'd his Weapon,andenioy'd it firſt, -- 
B ors. 
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Her, But firſt I forc'd him lay his weapons downe. 
King. Let go his arme vpon our priailedge. © Let him 20. 
$0, worthy Prince,to whether didft thou yecld Þ 
Bal. Tohimin curteſie, to this perforce : 
He ſpake me fairefthis other gaue me ſtrokes ; 
He promiſed life, thisother rhreatned death; ' 
He wanne my loue,this other conqueredme z 
And truth to'ay, I yeeld my felfe to both, | 
Hier, Butthat I know your Grace for iuſt and wiſc, 
And might ſceme partiall in this &:fference, 
Inforſt by Nature,and by Law of Armes, 
My tongue ſhould plead for young Horatto: right : 
He hunted well, that was a Lyons death, 
Not he that ina garinent wore his skin : 
So Hares may pull dead Lyons by the Beard. 
Kmg. Content thee Marſhall,thou ſhalt have nowrong, 
Andfor thy (ake thy ſonne ſhall want no right. 
Will both abtde the cenfure ob my doome ? 
Lor. I craue no better then your Grace awards.. 
Hor, Nor I although I fit beſide my right. 
King, Then by my 1adgementythus your ftrite ſhall end: 
You both deſerue,and both ſhall haue reward. 


| Nephew,thou tookſt his Weapons,and his Horſe; 


His Weaponsand his Horſe, are thy reward. 
Heratu, thou didft force him firſtto yeeld ; 
His Ranfome therefore is thy valours fee :. 
Appoynt the ſumme, as you ſhaltboth agree, 
Burt Nephew, thou ſhalt haue the Prince in guard; 
For thine cſtate beſt fitteth.ſucha Gueſt :- 
Horatio; —_ w_ ſmall for horn _ : 
Yet in regar ubſtance 1s, 
Andthat Fiſt we na befall deſert, 
To him we yeeld the Armour of the Prince, 
How likes Dov Balthazar of this deuice ? . 
Balt. Right well(my Liege)if this prouiſo were, 
That Don Hort beare vs companys 
Whom I admire and1one for Chiualry. 
King. Horatio, \eaue him not that loues thee (0. 


Now let vs hence toſee our Souldiers paid, 
And Fea(t onr Priſoneras our friendly gueſt. EF xeunt. 
Emter Uiceroy, Alexandro,nmd Vilippos 
Vice, Is our Embaſſadour difpatcht for Spame ? 
Ale. Twodayecs(my Liege)are paſt ſince hisdepart. 
Vice. And Tribute payment gonealong withhim ? 
Ale, 1,my good Lord. 
Fice, Then reſt we here awhile in our vnreſt, 
And feed our forrowes withſome inward ſighs; 
For deepeſt cares breake neuer into teares. 
But wherefore fit I in this Regall throne ? 
This better fitsa wretches endles moane, Fals ts the ground 
Yet this is higher then my fortunes reach, B 
And therefore better then my ſtate deſcrues: 
I,I, this Earth Image of Mclancholly, 
Seeks him whom Fatcs adiudgedto miſery ; 
Here let me lie: now am I at the loweſt. 
Lu: vacet in terra,non habet unde cadat, 
In me conſump/it wires fortuna necends: 
Nu ſmpereſt vt iam poſſit obeſſe magis. 
Yes, Fortune may bereaue me of my Crowne 2 
Here, take it now, let Fortune doc her worſt, 
Shee will not rob me of this ſable weed ; 
Q no, ſhee enuics none but pleaſant things, 
Such is the folly of deſpighttull Chaunce, 
Forrune is blind, andſees not my deſerts z 
So is ſhe deafe, and hearesnotmy laments : 
And could ſhe keare,yet is ſhe wilfull mad, 
And therefore will not pitic my diſtreſſe. 
Suppoſe that ſhe cou!d picie me,what chen? 
What helpe can be expce&ed at her hands, 
Whoſe foot ſtanding on a rowling ſtone, 
And Minde more mutable then fickle winds ; 
Why awaile I then where's hope of no redrefle ? 
O yes! complaining makes my griefc ſceme leffe, 
My late Ambition harhdiſtaind my Faith ; 
My breachof Faith,occafiond bloody warres, 
T heſe bloody warres,haue MY my treaſure; 
2 
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The Span rage ts 
And with my Treaſure,my peoples Blood : 
And with their Blood,my Ioy and beſt Beloued; 
My beſt Beloued, my ſweet and onely Sonne. 
O wherefore went I not to Warre my ſelfe ? 
The cauſe was mine, I might hane dyed for both : 
My yeeres were mellow,but his young and greene; 
My death were naturall,but his was forced, -- 
Alex. Nodoubt(my Liege)burt ſtill the Prince ſuruines, 
Vice. Suruines, 1 but where 2 
Alex, In Spaine apriſoner,by miſchance of Warre.. 
Vice, Then they haue flaine him for his fathers faulr, 
Atex, That were a breach tocommon law of Armes. 
Vice, They reake no Lawes,that meditate revenge, 
Aiex, Hisranſoms worth will (tay from foule reuenge.. 
Vice. No,if he lived, the newes would ſoone be here. 
Alex. Nay,cuillnewes will flie faſter ſtill then good, 
Vice, Tell me nomore of Newes,for he isdead. 
Vilkp. My Soueraigneypardon the author of ill Newes, 
And lle bewray the fortune of thy ſonne, 
Vice. Speake on, [le gucrdon thee whatere it be, 
Mine Eare 1s ready to receiue 1ll Newes; 
My Heart growne hard gainſtmiſchictes battery : 
Stand vp 1 ſay,andtellthy taleartlarge. 
Hl. Then heare the truth, which theſe mine eycs hane ſeen 
When boththe Armies were in battell ioyn'd, 
Den Balthazar amidſt the thickeſt rroupes, 
To win renowne,did wondrous feats of Armes: 
Amongſt the reſt, I ſaw hmm hand to hand, 
In (ingle fight with their Lord Generall, 
Ti!l «Alexandre (that here counterteits 
Vnder the coleur of a dutious friend) 
Diſcharg'd his Piſtoll at the Princes backe, 
As though be would hauc {laine their Generall ; + 
Fut therc withall, Don Balthazar fell downe:; 
And whenhe fell;then we beganto flic : 
But had he liud, the day had ſure been ours. \ 
eAlex. O wicked forgery : O trayterous miſcreant, , 
YFice. Holdthou thy peace But now Yippo.ſay, - 
FT? re C 
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Where then became the carkaſſe of my Sonne ? 
Villip. 1 ſaw themdrag it tothe Spaniſh Tents, 
Vice. T,I,my nightly dreames hauetold me this. / 
Thou falſe, vnkind, viithankfull trayrerous beaſt; 
W herein had Balthazar offended thee, 
Tkat thou ſhouldſt thus betray him to our foes ? 
Was't Spa» gold that bleared ſo thine eyes, ** 
That thou could ſee no part of our deſerts ? 
Perchance becauſe thou art Ter{graes Lord, 
Thou haſt ſome hope to weare this Diademe, 
If firſt my ſonne,and then my (elfe were {laine : 
But thy ambitious thoughts ſhall breake thy neck; 
T, this was it that made thee ſpill his blood; 
He takes the Crowne and putt it on againe. 
But now Ile weare it till thy blood be ſpilt, | 
Alex. Vouchſafe(deare Soueraigne)to heare me ſpeake. 
Vice, Away with himyhis fight1s ſecond hell; 
Keepe him till we determine of his death; 
If Ba/thaz,rr be dead, hee ſhall not liue, 
Un tipo, follow vs for thy reward. 
Uukp. Thus haue I with an enuious forged tale, 
Deceiu'd the King, betrayd mine enemy, FE 
And hope for querdon of my villany. Ext. 
Enter Horatio and Belimperia, | 
Bel. Signior Horatio,this isthe place,and howre, 
Whercin I muſt entreat thee to relate 
The circumſtance of -Don eAndreas death, 
Who lining, was my-Garlands chiefeſt Flower, 
And in his death, hath buried my delights. 
Her. For loue of him, andſeraice toyour (clfe, 
Ile not refuſe this dolefull heany charge ; 
Yer teares and ſighs (TI feare) will hinder me, 
When bothour Armies were enioyndtofight, 
Your worthy Caualier amid(t the thickeſt, 
For glorious cauſe, ſtill ayming at the faireſt, 
Was at the laſt by young Dov Balthazar, 
Encountred handtohand ; their fight was long, . 
Their hearts were great,their clamours menacing 
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Their ſtrength alike,thcir ſtrokes both 
But wrathfull Neweſss, that wicked powers 
Enuying at eAnareas praiſe and worth, 
Cut ſhort kis life, to end his praiſe and worthy 
Shee, ſhe her ſelfe, diſguiſde in Armours maskec, 
(As Pallas was before proud Pe gamus ) 
Brought in freſhſupply of Ha'bardiers, 
Which pauncht his korſc,and dingd him tothe ground: 
Then young Don Balthaſar,with ruthleſle rage, 
Taking aduantage of his fecs diſtreſle, 
Did finiſh what his Halbardiers begun, 
And left not till A=dreas life was done. 
Then (though too late) incenſt with iuſt remorce, 
I with my Band ſet foorth againſt the Prince, 
And brought him nee How his Halbardiers, 

Bel. Would thou hadſt flaine himthat flue my Loue ; 
But then, was Dos e-Mares carkaſle lolt? 

Hor, Nothat was it for which I chiefly ſtrouc, 
Nor ſtept I back, till I recoueredhim; | 
I tooke himvp, and wound him in mine armes, 
And welding him vnto my priuate Tent, 
There layd him downe, and deawd him with my teares, 
And ſigh'dand ſorrowed as became a Friend: _. 
But neither friendly ſorrowes,lighes,nor teares, 
Could win pale Death from his vſurped right. 
Yet this 1 d1d, and lefſe I couldnot dce, 
I ſaw him honoured with due Funeral ; 


This Scarfe pluckt off fromhis liucleſſearme, 


weare 1t in remembrance of my Friend. - 

| Bel. 1 know the Scarfe,would he had kept it (till; 
For had he liued, he would hauc kepr it [till, 
And worne itfor his 3e/:mperias ſake ; 
For 'twas my fauour at hislaſt depart ; 
But now weare it both for him and mez 
For after him thou haſt delcrud it beſt : 
But for thy kindneſſe in his life and death, 
Be ſure while Bel/rtypersas life endures, 
Shce will be Dow Her#ri0;thanktull friend. bs 

| or. 
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Her. Atid (Madame) Dov Horatio will not flacke, 
Humbly to ferue faire 'Belimperia, | 
But now if your good liking ſtand thereto, 
Ie craue your pardon,to goe ſecke the Prince, 


For ſo the Duke your father gave me charge. Ext, 


Fel. I, -oe Horatio, leaue me here alone, 

For ſolitude beſt fits my chearelefſe mood : 

Yet what auailes to wayle 4ndreas death, 

From whence Heyatis prooues my ſecond Louc ? 

Had he not loued «Andreas ashe did, 

He could not (it in B-limperias thoughts." 

But how can Loue find harbour in my breaft, 

Till 1 reuenge the death of my Beloued ? 

Yes, ſecond Loue ſhall further my reuenge; 

Ilc loue Horatio my Anarea friend, $0.56 

The more toſpight the Prince, that wrought higendz 

And where Do« Balthazar that flew my Loue, 

Himſelfe now pleades for fauour at my hands, 

He ſhall ig rigour of my juſt diſdaine, 

Reape long repenrance of his murderous deed: 

For what waſt eliejbut murdrous cowardile,' 

So many to opprefſle one valiant Knight, 

Without reſpe& of Honour in the fight ? 

And hcere he comes that murdered my delight, 

Enter Loyenz0,and Balthazar, 

Lor; Siſter, what tneanes this melancholy walke 
Bel, Thar for a while 1 CO | 
Ler. But heere rhe Prince is come to viſit you, 
Bel, That argues thar he liues ar libertie, 
Bal. No Madame, bur in pleaſing ſeruitude. 
Bel. Your Priſon then(belike)isy our Conceir, 
Bal. 1, by Conceit my freedome is enthrald. 
Bel, Then with conceit enlarge your ſelfe againe. 
Bal. What if Conceit hane laid my heart togageF 
Bel. Pay that you borrowed,and reconer it, 
Bal, I dic if it returne from whence itlies. ' 
Bel, A heartleſſe man, and liues, a miracle,/ * 
Bel, 1 Lady, Loue can works ſuch miracles, 


Lon. 
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Lor, Tuſlgtuſh,my Lord, let gae theſe ambages, 
And in plaine tearmes, acquaint her with your loue. 

Bel. What boots comp/aint,when there's no remedy, 

- Bal. Yes,to your gracious ſelfe muſt I complaine, 
In whoſe faire an(were,lyes my remedy ; 

On whoſe perfe&ion,all my thoughts attend, 

On whoſe aſpe&,mine eyes find Beauties Bower; 

In whoſe tranſlucent Breaſts,my hcart is lodged, 

Bel, Alaſſc(my Lord)theſe arc but words of courſe, 
And but dcuis'd to drive me from this place, 

Shnee going in, lets fall ber Glow which Horatis 
| - coming out, takes it wp. 

Hor. Madame, your Gloue, 

Be/. Thanks good Heratio,take it for thy paines, 

Bal. Signior Horatio ſkooptin happy time. | 

Hor, Lreap'd more grace then I deſeru'd,or hop'd. 

Lor. My Lord,be not diſmayd for what is paſt, 

You know that women oft are humereus ; 

Theſe Clouds will ouer-blow with little winde ; 
Let me alone,Ile (catrer them my ſelfe : 

Meane while, let ys deuiſc-to ſpend the time 

In ſome delightſome ſports and reuellings, 

Hor. The King(my Lord)is comming hither ſtraight, 
To feaſt the Portmgale Embaſſadour; 
Things were in readinefle before I came. 

Bal. Then here it fits ys to attend the King, 

To welcome hither our Embaſladour, . 
And learne @ my” my Co health, 
Emter the Banquet, T rumpet: the King, and Embaſſadewr: 

King. Sec Lord Embaſſadoer,how ax. nvarr 
Their Priſoner Baltheſar, thy'V iceroyesſonne z 
We pleaſure more in kindneſſe;thenin warres. 

Embaſ. Sad is our King, and Portingale laments, 
$ that Dor B is {laine. 

Za. Soam 1 flaineby Beaurtics tyrannie : 

Youſee (my Lord) how Balthazar isſlaine : 


I frolike ax Few Duke of Caſts: ſonne, 
Wrapt cuery howrc in pleaſures of the Court, 


And 


ww 


T he Spantſh Travette, 
Andgrac'd with fauours of his Maieſtie. 

Ap, Pur off your greeringsrill our Feaſt bee done : 

Now come and fit with vs, and ta{te our cheare, 

Sit to th Ganguet. 

Sit downe young Prince,you are our ſecond Gaeſt: 

Bro! her (it downe, and Nephew take your place: 

Signior Horatio, wait thou ypon our Cup, 

For well thon haſt deſcrucdro be honoured. 

Now Lordings fall to, \paine 1s Portingale, 

And Portingal- is Spane ; we both are friends, 

Tribute ts paid, and we entoy our right, 

Bur whcre 15 01d Hi-rexime, our Marſhall > 

He promiſed vs in honour of our Gueſt, 

To grace our Banquet with ſome pompous teſt. 

Enter Huezonitmo with a Drumme, three Knights,cach bus 
Scutchion : then he fetches three Kings, they take 

their Crownes and them capteue. 

Hierommo, th's Maske contents mine eye, 

Although 1 ſound not well the myſtery. 

' Heer, The firſt armd Knight, that hung his Scutchion vp, 
He tah+rs the Scutchion and g:mes ut tothe King. 

Was Engliſh Robert, Earle of Gloceſter, 

Who when King Sr-ph-n bore ſway in Albion, 

Arriu'd with twentie thouſand men 

In Pertgale, and by ſuccefle of warre, 

Enforc'd the King ' then but a \arafm ) | 

To beare the yoake of tht Engliſh Monarchie. 

Kmg. My Lord of Portwgale by this you lee, \ 
That which may comfort both your King and you, _ * 
And make your late diſcomfort ſeeme rhe lefle, 
But ſay Hier onmn, what was the next ? 

Hier . The ſecond Knight that hung his Scutchion vp, 

He 4th as bee did before, 
Was Eamurd Earle of Kent in Albion, 
When Engliſh & hard wore the Diadem : 
Hee came likewiſe and razed Lig#one walles, 
And tooke t' & King of Portmgate in fight ; < 
Foc which, and other ſuch like ſeruice done; 
| We” 5 _ 
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Heafter was created Duke of Yorke, 

Kmg. This isanother ſpeciall argument, 
That Portingale may daine to beare our yoake, 
When it by little England hath beene yoakt, 
But now Hieron:me, what were the laſt ? 

Hier. The third andlaſt not leaſt in our accounr, 
| | Domg «4s es did before, 
| Was (as the reſt) a valiant Engliſh man, 
| Braue /ohn of Gawnt the Duke of Lancaſter, 
| 


As by his Scutchion plaincly may appeare : 
He witha puiſant Army came to Spe, 
Andtooke our King of Caſtile priſoner, 

Embaſſ. This isan argument for our Viceroy, 

That Spaime may not inſult tor her ſucceſle, 

- Since Engliſh Warriours likewiſe corquered Spaine, 

| And made them bow their knees to Alb:ev. 

Kmg. Hierenirno, ] drinke to thee for this denice, 

| Which hath pleaſed both the Embaſlſadour and me : 

Pledge me Hieronwmne, if thou loue the King. 

| Takes the (up of Horatio. 

My Lord, I feare we fit but ouer-long, 

| Vnleſle our dainties were more dclicate : 

Bur welcome are you to the beſt we haue, 

Now let vs in, that wee may be diſpatch, 

I thinke our Counſcll 1s already ſet, E xeunt omnes, 
Anarea, 

Come we for this from depth of vnder ground, 
Toſce him feaft that gaue me my.deaths wound? 
Theſe pleaſant ſights are ſorrow tomy ſoule, 
Nothing but League, and Loue,and Banqueting ? 

Revenge, 

Be ſtill Andrea, ere we goe from hence, - 

Ile turne their Friendſhip into fell Deſpight ; 
Their Loue to mottall Hate,their Day to Night: 
Their Hope into Deſpaire,their Peace to Warre 3 
Their Ioyesto Paine,thcir Bliſſe to Miſery. 
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"ACTVS SECVNDVS. 
Entey Lorenzo,and Balthazar, 


Lorenzo, 
M: Lord, though Belimperia ſeeme thus coy, 
Let Reaſon hold you in your wonted ioy ; 
In time the ſauage Bull ſuſtaines the Y oake : 
In time all haggard Hawkes will ſtoope to Lure : 
Intime {mall Wedges cleaue the hardeſt Oake: 


In time the hardeſt Flint is pierſt with ſofteſt ſhowre : 


And ſhee in time, will fall from her difdaine, 
Andrulec the ſufferance of your friendly paine. 

Bal, No, ſhe is wilder,and more hard withall, 
Then Beaſt,or Bird,or-Tree,or ſtony Wall. 

But wherefore blot I Belimperias name ? 

It is my fault,not ſhe, that merits blame, 

My feature is not to content her ſight ; 

My words are rude,and worke her nodelight: 
The lines TI ſend her, arc but harſh and ill, 
Such as doe drop from Pan and AMarſcs quill : 
My Preſents are not of ſufficient coſt, 
Andbeing worthlcſſe,all my labour's loſt, 
Yet might ſhee loue me for my valiancie : 

], but that's flaundered by Captiuitie, 

Yet might ſhee loue me to content her Sire : 
IT, but her Reaſon maſters her defire. 

Yet might ſhee loue me, as her Brothers friend: 
I, but her hopes ayme at ſome other end. 

Yet might ſhee louce me,tovp-reare her ſtate; 
T, but perhaps ſhce loues ſome Nobler mate, 
Yet might ſhee loue me as her Beauties thrall: 
I, butI feare ſhee cannot lone at all. 

Lor. My Lord,for my ſake leaue theſe extaſies, 
And doubt not but weele finde ſome remedy; 
Some cauſe there is, that lets you not belouedz 
Firſt that mult nceds be knowne, and then remoqued. 
What if my Siſter loue ſome other Knight ? 

C3 


Bal. 
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Balt, My Summersday will turne to Winters ni ght, 
Lor, T haue already found a ſtratagem, 
To ſound the bottome of this doubtfull rheame, 
My Lord,for once you ſhall be rul'd by me, 
H inder.me not what cre you heare or ſee : 
3y force,or faire meanes,will [ caſt about, 
To hnd the truth of all this queſtion our. 
Hoc, / earmgane, Enter Pearingans, 
Ped. S1gniour ? 
Lor, Uien que preito. 
Ped, Hathyour Lordſhip any ſernice to commanJ me ? 
Lor, 1 Pedringanc, (cruice of import, 
Andnot toſpend the tine 1n trifing words, 
Thus ſtands the caſe. It 1s not long(thou knoweſt) 
Since I did ſhicld thee from my fathers wrath, 
For thy conueyancein Anareas loue ; 
For which, thou wert adiudged to puniſhment: 
I ſtood betwixt thee and thy puniſhment, 
And fince thou knowlt how 1 haue fauouredthee. 
Novy totheſe fauours will I adde reward, 
N >t with faire words, but {tore of golden Coyne, 
And Lands and Liuings ioynd with Dignities, 
If rhou but ſatishe my ink demand; 
Tell truth,and haue mefor thy laſting friend. 
Ped. What ere it be your Lordihip ſhall demand, 
My bounden dutic bids me tell the truth, 
If caſe in me it lies to tell the truth, 
Ler. Then Pearingano, this 1s my demaund, 
Whom loues my. ſiſter Belmperra, 
For ſhee repoſleth all her truſt in thee? 
,peak man, andgaine both friendſhip and reward: 
I meane, whom loues ſhee 1h Andreas p'ace ? 
Ped. Alas my Lord,fince Don eAndreas death, 
I haue no credit with her as before; 
And therefore know not it ſhce loue or no. 
Lor, Nay if thoudally,then 1 amthy-foe, Drars his ſword 
And feare ſhall force, what friendſhip cannot win ; 
Thy death ſhall bury what thy life conceales; 


Thou , 
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Thou dyeſt for more eſteeming her, then me. 

Ped, Oh, ſtay my Lord. 

Lor. Yer ſpeake the truth, and I will guerdon thee, 
And ſhield thee frorfi what cuer canenſue, 

And wi!l conceale what ere proceeds from thee : 
But if thou Cally once againe,thou dyelt, 

Ped.” If Madame Belimperia be in loue. 

Lor. What villaine, Ifs and ands ? 

Ped. Oh,ſtay my Lord: ſhee loues Horatio, 

Balthazar ftarts bathe, 

Lor. What Don Horatio our Knight-Marſhals {onne 7 

Ped. Euvenhim my Lord. 

Ler. Now (ay,but how knoweſt thou that he is her Louc, 
And tl:ou ſhalt find me kind andliberall? 

Stand vp I ſay, and fearelefſe telþthe truth. 

Ped. Shee ſent him Letters,which my (clfe perus'd, 
Full traught with lines, and arguments of Loue, 
Preterring him before Prince Balthazar, 

Lor. Sweare on this Crofſe,that what thou ſayeſt is true; 
Andthat thou wilt conceale what thou haſt told, 

Ped. 1 \weare to both, by himthat made vs all, 

Loy. Inhope thine Oath is true, heere's thy reward : 
Pur if I prooue thee periur'd and vniuſt, 

This very Sword wherconthou tooklit thine Oath, 
Shall be the worker of thy Tragedy. 

Ped. What I haue ſaidistrue, and ſhall for me, 

Bee {till conceald trom Belumperta : 
Beſides, your Honours liberalitie, 
Deſcrues my dutious ſcruice,cucn ti/l death. 

Lov, Letthis be all that thou ſhalt doe for me: 
Be watchfull when,and where theſe Louers mect, 
And giue me notice in ſome ſecret ſort, 

Ped. I will, my Lord, 

Lor. Then ſhalt thou find that I am liberall: 
Thou khnowlt that 1 can more aduance thy ſtate, 
Then ſhee; be therefore wiſe,and faile me not ; 
Goe and attend her, as thy cultome is, 


Leſt abſence make her thinke thou doſt amifle, Exvt Ped, 
6&3 Why 
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Why ſo: Tam armi quamirgenio; 
Where Words preuaile not, Violence preuailes: 
But Gold doth more then either of them both. 
How likes Prince Balthazar of this ftratagem ? 

Bal. Both well and ill;1t makes me glad,and ſad: 
Glad, that I-know the hinderer of my Lone; 
Sad, that I feare ſhee hates me whom TI loue; 


- Glad, that I know on whom to be reuenged ; 


Sad,that ſhecle flie me, if I rake reuenge; 


- Yer muſtI take renenge,or die my ſelfe, 


For Loue reſiſted, growes impatient. 
I thinke Horatio be my deſtin'd plague : 
Firſt, in his hand he brandiſhed: a Sword; 
And with that Sword, he fiercely waged Warre, 
Andinthat Warre,he gaue me dangerous wounds, 
And by thoſe wounds, he forced me toyecld, 
And by my yeelding,I became his flaue: 
Now in his mouth he carries pleaſing words, 
Which pleaſing words, doc harbour fiveet conceits, 
Which\{weet conceits, ſmooth Belimperias Eares; 
And through her Eares, diue dovyne into her Hearr, 
And in her Heart ſets him, where I ſhould ſtand, 
Thus hath he tane my Body by his force, 
And now by {leight would captiuate my Soule: 
Bur in his fall, Ile tempt the Deſtinies, 
Andeither loſe my life, or win my Loue, 
Lor, Lets goe(my Lord)your ſtaying ftayes Reuenge, 
Doe you but tollow me, and gaine your Loue, 
Her tauour muſt be wonne by his remooue. Exennt, 
Enter Horatio and Belimperia. 
Hor. Now Madame, fince by fauour of your loue, 
Our hidden ſmoake is turn'd to open flame : 
Andthat with looks and words we feed our thoughts, 


- (Twochiefe contents) where more cannot be had: 


Thus in the midſt of Lonecs faire blandiſhments, 
Why ſhew you ſigne of inward languiſhments ? 
Pedringano ſhewes all to the Prince and Loreneo, 
placing them in ſever, = 
% e . 
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Bel. My heart({weet friend)is like a Ship at Sea, 
Shee wiſheth Port, where ryding all at caſe, : 
Shee may repaire what ſtormy times haue worne: 
And leaning on the Shore, may ſing with toy, 
That pleaſure follow paine, and blifſe, annoy. 
Pollchs ionof thy Loue,is the onely Port, 
Whercin my heart with feares as hopes long tolt, 
Each houre doth wiſh and long to make reſort, 
Thereon repaire the 1oyes that it hath loſt: 
Andfitting ſafe, to fing in Cupid; Quire, 
That (weere(t blifle, is crowne of Loues deſire, 
Balthazar and Lorenzo alone. 
Bal, Oh flcepe mine Eyes,ſee not my Lone prophan'd; 
Be deafe mine Earcs, beare not my diſcontent ; 
Dye Heart, another 10ycs what thou deſerucſt, 
Lor, Watch ſtill mine Eyes,toſee the Louedisioyn'd: 
Heare ftill mine Eares, teheare them both lament ; 
Leane heart to ioy at fond Heratios fall, 
Bel Why ſtands Horatw ſpeechleſle all this while ? 
Hor, The lefſe I ſpeake, the more I meditate, 
Bel, But whereon chiefly doſt thou meditate? 
Hor. On dangers paſt, and pleaſures to enſue, 
Bal. On pleaſures paſt, and dangersto enſue, 
Bel, What dangers and what pleaſures doft thou meane ? 
Hor, Dangers of Warre,and pleaſures of our Loue. 
Lor. Dangers of death, but pleaſuresnone at all. 
Bel. Letdangers goc, thy warre ſhall be with me: 
But ſucha warring, as breakesno bond of Peace, 
Speake thou faire words, Ile crofſe them with faire words: 
Send thou ſweet lookes, Ile meet them with ſweet lookes : 
Write louing Lines, Ile anſ{were louing Lines ; 
Giue me a kiſſe, le countercheckethy kifle: 
Be this our warring Peace,or peacetall warre, _ 
Hor. But gracious Madame, then appoynt the Field, 
Where triall of this warre ſhall firit be made. 
Bal. Ambitious villaine, how his boldneſle growes., 
Bel, Then by thy Fathers pleaſant Bower, the Field 
Where firſt we yvow'd our mutuall amitic : 
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The Court were dangerous,that place is ſafe : 
Our houre ſhall be, when VeFþer gins toriſe, 
That ſummons home diſtreſſed trauailers: 
There none ſhall heare vs but the harmeleſſe Birds; 
Happily the gentle Nightingale | 
Shall carroll vs aſleepe ere we be ware, 
And ſinging with the prickle at her breaſt, 
Tell our delighr and ſportfall dalliance, 
Till then, each houre will ſeeme a yeare and more, 
Hor, But Hony ſweet and honourable Lone, 
Retu:ne we now into your fathers fight, 
Dangerous ſuſpition waits on our delight, 
. Lor. ], danger mixt with iclous deſpight, 
Shall ſend thy ſoule into erernall-night, Exennt, 
Enter K ing of Spayne, Portirgale Embeſſador Dow Ciprian,Cc, 
King. Brother of Cafe, to the Princes loue, 
What ſaycs your daughter Belimper14 ? 
Cp. Although ſhee coy it,as becomes her kind, 
And yet diſſemble that ſhee loues the Prince ; 
I doubt not T, but ſhee will ſtoope in time : 
And were ſhee froward which ſhee will not be, 
Yet herein ſhall ſhee follow my aduice; 
Which is,toloue him,or forgoc my loue. 
King. Then Lord Embaſſadour of Portingale, 
Aduiſe thy King to make this mariage vp, 
For ſ{trength:ning of our late conhrmed league; 
I know nobetter meanesto make vsfricnds, 
Her Dowry ſhall be large and liberal! ; 
Beſides that,ſhee 1s daughter andhalfe Heire 
Vnto our brother heere, Don Cyprian, 
And ſhall entoy the moitie of his Land: 
le grace her Mariage with an Vnkles gift ; 
And this itis, (in caſe the match goe forward) 
The Tribute which you pay,ſhall bereleaſt : 
And if by Balthazar ſhee haue a Sonne, 
He ſhall enioy the Kingdome after vs, 
Embaſ. Ile make the motion to my Soueraigne Liege, 
And worke 1t,if my counſaile may preuaile. 
: King, 
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King Doeſo(my Lord) andif he giue conſent, 
I hope his preſence here will honour vs, 
In celebration of the Nuptialli day, 
And lct himſelfe determine &f the time. 
Em Wilt pleaſe your Grace command me ought beſide? 
Ki:g. Commend me to the King; and ſo farewell. 
But where's Prince Falthazar,to take his leauc ? 
Emb. That is perform'd already,my good Lotd. 
King, Amonglt the reſt of what you haue in charge, 
The Princes Ranſame muſt not be forgot : 
Thar's none of mine, but histhat tooke him priſoner; 
And well his forwardneſſe deſcrnes reward :; 
It was Horatio, our Knight-Marſhals ſonne. 
Emb, Betweene vs,there's a price alrcady pitchr, 
And ſhall be ſent withall conuenient ſpeed. 
K «4 Then once againe farewell,my Lord, 
Emb. Farewell my Lord of {aftile,and the reſt, E&xw. 
King. Now Brother, you muſt take ſome little paine, 
To winne faire Belimperia from her will : 
Young Virgins muſt be ruled by their friends: 
The Prince 1s amiable, and loucs her well ; 
If ſheenegleR him, and forgoe his loue, 
Shee both will wrong her owne eſtate and ours; 
Thercfore while I doe entertaine the Prince, 
With greateſt pleaſures that our Court affoords, 
Endeauour you to win your daughters thought : 
If ſhe glue backe,all this will come tonought, Fxcurt, 
Exter Horatio, Belimperia, and Pcdr:ngans. 
Her. Now that the night begins with lable wings, 
To ouer-cloud the brightnefle of the Sunne, 
And that in darkneſſe pleaiures may be done : 
Come B-lmzperta, let vs tothe Bower, 
And there in ſafcric paſle a pleaſant hower. 
Bel, I follow thee my Loue,and wiil not backe, 
Although my fainting heart controules my ſoule, 
Hor. Why,make you doubt of Pedringazor faith ? 
Bel. Noyhe isas truſtic as my ſecond ſelec. 
Goe Pearingavo, watchwithout the gate, *G 
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proch., 
Ped. In ſtead of Arr Ihe deſcrue more gold, 
By fetching Don Lorenzo'to this match, Exut Ped. 
Hor, What meanesmy Loue ? 
Bel: I knownot what my ſelfe:; - 
And yet my heart forerels me ſome miſchance. 
Hor: Sweetzfaynotto : faire Fortune ts our friend, 
And Heauen hath ſhut vp day,to pleaſure vs. 
The Srarres({thou ſeeſt)hold backe their ewinckling ſhine, 
AnJ {-»: hidesher ſclte, to pleaſure vs. 
Bel. Thou haſt preuaild,Ile conquer my miſdoubt, 
And in thy loue and connſell,drowne my feare: 
I feare no more, louenow 1s all my thoughts.” 
Why fit we not ? for plcaſureasketheaſe; 
Hor, The more thou {itſt within theſeleauy Bowers, 
The more will F/ora decke it with her Flowers, 
Bel 1 but if floraſpie Horatio heere, 
Her icalous eye willthinke I fit too neere. 
Hor. Harke Madam,how the Birds record by night, 
For ioy that Belimperia ſits in {ight, 
* Bcl. No,Cupid connterteits the Nightingalc,-. 
To frame {weet Muſicketo Heratror tale. 
Her. 1f Capid fing, then Venus 13 not farre; 
T, thou art Uenxs, or ſome fairer Starre, 
Bel. If I be Vexws, thon muſtneeds be Aar:; 
And where 9/ar1 reigneth,there mult needs be Warre. 
Her, Tienthus begin our warres: put forth thy hand, 
That it may combate with my ruder hand, 
Bel, Ser foortlithy foot,to try the puſh of mine, 
Hor. But firſt my-lookes ſhall cembate againſt thine, 
Fel. Then ward thy (clfe,I dart this kiſle at thee, 
Hor, Thus | returne the dart thou threwſt at me, 
Bel, Nay then to gaine the glory of the field, 
My twining armes ſhallyoake and make thee yeeld, 
Hor. Nay,then mine armes are large and ſtrong withall ; 
Thas Elrnes by V incs are-compalt, till they fall, 
Bet. O let me goe, for in my troubled eyes, 
Now mayft thou read, that life in paſsjon dyes. . 


T he Spaniſh Trageaze.” 
Hor, O ſtay a while, and I willdye with thee, 
$o ſhalt thou yeeld, and yer haue conquered me, 

Bel.. Who s there,Pe iringano? Weare betraid. 

Enter Lorenzo, Balthazar,Cerberm and Pedregano diſpuiſed, 

Los, My Lord,away with her, Take her aſide, 
O fir, forbcare; your valour is already tride, | 
Quickly diſpatch my Maſters, They hawg br inthe Arbogr. 

Hor. What,will ye murder me ? 
Zr. I thus & thas: theſe are the fruits of loue, They ſtab him. 

Bel. O ſauc his life, and le: medic for him: 
O ſane him Brother, faue him Balthazar : 
I loued Horatio, but he louednot mee. 

Bal, But Balthazsr loues Belimperis, 

Loy, Although his life wereambitious proud, 
Yct aShe at the higheſt now he is dead, 

Be/. Murder,murder,helpe Hierenime, helpe. | 

Lor. Come,ſtop her mouth ; away with her. Exemp. 

Enter Hieronimow hu Shirt, 
Hur. What out-crie cals me from my naked bed, 
Ard chils my throbbing heart withtrembling feare, 
Which neuer danger __ could daunt before ? 
Who cals Hierouimo ? ſpeake,here I am, 
I did not lumber,therefore 'twas no dreame. 
No,no, it was ſome woman crid forhelpe, 
And here within the Gardendid ſhe crie, 
And in this Garden muſt I reſcue her; 
But ſtay, what murdrous ſpeRacle is this ? 
A man hang'd vp,and all the Murderers gone 
And in my Bower,to lay the guilt on me ? 
This place was made for pleaſure,not for death: 
He cuts ham downe . 

Thoſe garments that he weares,I oft haue ſcene; 
Alas, it is Horatio my ſweet ſonne ; 
Ohno, but he that whilome was my ſonne : 
Oh was it thou that call'dſt me from my bedy 
Oh (peake,if any ſparke of life remaine ; 
I am thy father : who hath ſlaine my ſfonne ? 
What ſauage Monſter,not of I 

F « | 
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Here hath been pglutted with thy harmeleſſe blood, 
And icft thy bloo iy Corps diſhonoured here, 
For me amidſt this darke and deathfull ſhades, 
To drowne theewith an Ocean of my teares ? 
Oh Heauens,why made you night to couer finne? 
By day,this deed of darknefle had not been; 
Oh Earth, wh-;; did{t thou not in time deuowre 
The vile prophaner of this ſacred Bower? 
O poore Horatio, what hadſt thou miſdune, 
Toloſe thy life, ere life was new'begun? 
O! wicked Butcher,what ſo cre thou wert, 
How could(t thou {trangle Vertue and Deſert ? 
Aye me moſt wretched, that haue loſt my ioy, 
In leeling my Horatio my ſweet boy. 
Enter [ſabella, 
I/a. My Husbands abſence makes my heart to throb, 
Hicrowmo, 
Her, Heere [/abella. helpe me to lament, 
For ſighsare ſtopt, and all my teares arc ſpent, 
Iſa. What world of griefe ? my ſonne Horatso, 
Oh wheres the authour of this endlefſe woe ? 
Hier. Toknow the authour,were ſome calc of griefe, 
For in revenge, my heart would finde reliefe. 
Iſa. Then 1s he gone? and is my ſonne gonetoo? 
Oh guſhout tearcs, fountaines and floods of tearcs : 
Blow ſfighes, and raiſe an cuerlaſting ſtorme, 
For outrage fits our curſed wretchedneſſe, 
Aye me Hierowme, {weet Husband ſpeake. 
Hier. Heſupt with vs tonight frolicke and merry, 
And ſaid, he would goe viſit Balthazar, 
| At the Dukes Pallace: there the Prince doth lodge. 
| He had no cuftome to ſtay out ſo late, 
Hee may be in his Chamber; ſore goe ſee. Roderigo, Ho, 
Emter P earo, and aquei, 
«, 1a, Ayemezhe raucs : {weet Hieronimo. 
Heer, True,all Spaine takes note of 1t. 
- Beſides, he is ſo generally beloued, 
His Maicſtic thy otherday did gracc him, 
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With wayting on his cup: theſe be fanours, | 
Which doe affure me that he cannot be ſhort liued, 

7/a. Sweet Hizronimso. | 

Hier. 1 wonder how this fe!low got his Clothes : 
Sirha, firha, ile know the truthof all : | 
Tags, ran to the Duke of Caffiter preſently, | 
Andbid my ſonne Horatzo tocome home, + _. 
I, and his mother hauc had ſtrange dreames to night ; 


Doe you heare fir? lagaes, | fir. 
Heer. Well fir, begon : Pedro,come hither; 
Knoweſt thou who this is ? 


Ped. Too well fir. 

Hier. Too well, who ? who is it ? peace Iſabella. 
Nay bluſh not man, 

Ped, It is my Lord Horatio, 

Hier. Ha,ha,Saint /ames; but this doth make me laugh, 
That there are more deluded then my ſelfe, 

Ped. Deluded? 

Hier, 1,I would haue ſworne my ſelfe within this houre, 
That this had been my ſonne Horatso, * 
His garments arc ſo like:ha,are they not great perſwaſions? 

Iſa. O wouldto Godit were not ſo. | 

Hier. Werenot Iſabella ? Doſt thou dreame it is? * 
Can thy ſoft boſorme entertaine a thought, | 
That ſucha blacke decd of miſchicte ſhould be done, 

On one ſo pure and ſpotlefſe as our ſonne? 44 
Away,lI am aſhamed, (griefe, 
Iſa. Deare Hierowme, caſt a more —_—_— vpon thy 

Weake apprehenſion giues but weake beliefe. 
Hier, It was 2 man ſure that was hanged vp here, 
A Youth,as I remember : I cut him downe, 
Tf it ſhould prooue my ſonne now afterall, 
Say you,fay you : light, lendme a Taper; 
Ler mee looke againe. v 
O God; confuſion,miſchiefe,torment,deathand Hell, 
Drop all your ſtings at once in my cold boſome, 
That now is ſtiffe with horrour; killme quickly: - 
Be gracious tome,thou infe&ine night, + L290 H 
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And drop this deed of Murder downe on me; ; 
Gird in my walk of griefe, with thy large darkneſſe, 
And lct me not ſuryme, to ſce the light, gta N 
May put.me ia the nmade I hada {onne, 
Jſa O ſweet Horatio, O my:deareſt ſonne, 
Hier, How ftrangely had I4oſtmy way to griefe/ 
Sweet louely Roſe, ill pluckt before thy time, 
Faire worthy Sonne,notconquered,but betrayd : 
Ie kifſe thee now;for words with teares are ſaid, 
la. Andllecloſe ypthe glaſſes of his light, 
For once theſe Eyes were chiefly my delight. 
- Hier. Sceſt thou this hand-kircher beſmeard withbloodt 
It ſhall not from me, till F take reuenge. 
Seeſt thou theſewounds,thatyet are bleeding freſh? 
Ilenot intombe them till I have rcuenge: 
Then will I joy amidſt my diſcontent; 
Till then, my ſorrowes ncuer ſhall be ſpent. 
1/4. The Heauens are iuſt, Murder cannot be hid: 
Time is the authour both of Truth and Right, 
And Time will bring this treachery to light. 
Hier. Mcane whilc,geod //abe/{a,cealc thy plaints, 
Or at the leaſt, difſemble them awhile : , 
So ſhall we ſooner finde the praiſe out, 
Andicarne by whomall this was brought about. 
| Come [ſabe/la, now let's take him vp, They take him wp, 
And bearc him in, from our. this curſed place ; | 
Ile ſay his Dirge, ſinging fits on this caſe, | 
© aliquu mubtquas pulctrum ver educat berbas, 
Hieronimo/et: hu breft unto his ſword. 
Miſceat & noſtro detur mediciandolorti; 
eMut fs qui ſaciunt annmm oblunia fuccor, 
Prebeat, ipſe metum magnam quicunque per orbem, 
Gramina Sol pulchras :ffecit in luminss oras, 
Ipſe bibam quicquid meditautnr ſaga venent, 
Dnicquid & iran enececa menia neldit. 
Omma perpetiar,letum quogue dum cmel omnig = 
Nofter in extinlto woriaturpeBore ſenſur: | 
Ergo twes 0eenloy nanguam (ma vith) videbe, _ 
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Ft tua perpetuns fepelinit lumina (omnnc. 
&mor wa tecurs fic, Sic invaire ſub mb as, 
At tamen ab fiftam properats cedere letho, 
Ne mortem viditta tuam' tans nulla ſequatur. - 
Here bs throwes it from hiny,and brares the body away, 
Andrea. | 
Broughtſt thoume hither, to increaſe my paine ? 
Þ lookt that Fa/thazar ſhould haue been ſlaing : 
Burt tis my friend Horacio that is ſlaine; 
Ahd they abuſc faire Belumperie, 
On whom I doted more thenall the world, 
Becauſe ſhe loued me more then all the world. - 
Kemenge. 
Thou talkeſt of the harweh yoke the Corne is greene, 
The end is growne of cuery worke well done, 
The Sickle comes not till the Corne be ripe. 
Be ſti/l, andere I lead thee fromthis place, 
Ie ſhew thee Balthazar in heauy cafe, 


———————— 


ACTVS- TERTIVS. 
Enter J'iceroy of Portingale, Nobles, Alexandro Villppe. 


Vite. | pany in condition of Kings, 

Seared among ſo many helplefle doubts; 
Firſt, we are plac'd yponextreameſt height, 
Andoft ſupplanted with exceeding hate: 

But cuer ſubic& tothe wheele of Chance; 
And at our higheſt, never ioy we fo, 
As we both doubt and dread our overthrow. - 
So ſtriueth not the wanes with ſundry winds, . 
As Fortunetoyleth im thaffaires of Kings, 
That would be fear'd, yet-feare tobe beloued, 
Sith feare,or loue,to Kings is flattery: _ 
For inſtance(Lord ngs)looke vpon your King, *+ . 
By hatedepriucd of his deareſt ſonne; 
The onely hope of our ſuccefsme liues, 

Nob, 1 had not thought that Alexandros heart, 


Had beca inucnom'd with ſuch extreame tate: - "YE 


u 


Put now1 ſee,that words haueſeucrall works, 
And there'sno credit.in the countenance. 
Fil, No,for(my Lord)had you beheld the traine, 
That fained loue had coloured in his lookes, 
When he in Campe,conlorted Balthazar, 
Farre more inconſtant had you thought the Sunne, 
That hourely coaſts the Centre cf the carth, 
Then Alexandro; purpole to the Prince, | 
Vice, No more Udl:ppo,thou haſt ſaidenough, 
And withthy words, thou flayeſt our woundelt thoughts; 
Nor ſhall Honger dally with the world, 
Procraſtinating Alexandros death : | 
Goe ſome of -you and fetch the Traytor forth, 
That as he is condemned, he may die. 
Enter Alexandro with a Noble-man,and Halberts. 
Nob1. In ſuch extreames, willnought but patienceſerue. 
Alex. But in extreames,what patience ſhall 1 vſe? 
Nor diſcontents it mee to leaue the world, 
With whom there nothing can preuaile but wrong, 
Nobl. Yet hope the belt, 
. eMlex, Tis Heauen is my hope, 
As for the Earth, it is too much infeted, 
To yeeld me hope of any of her mould. 
Ure, Why linger ye? bring forth that daring fiend, 
Andler himdie for his accurſed deed, 
eAlex. Not that I feare the extremity of death, 
(For Nobles cannot ſtoope to ſeruile feare) 
Doe I (O King)thus diſcontentedliue. 
Bur this, O this torments my labouring ſoule, 
That thus I dyeſuſpeRed of a ſinne, 
Whereof,, as heauens haue knownemy ſecret thoughts, 
Soaml free fromthis (uggeſtion. 
Uue. Nomorel ſay; to the tortures,when ? 
Binde him,and burne his body in thoſe flames, 
They binde him to the ſtake, 
That ſhall prefigure thoſe vnquenchecd fires 
_ Of Phlrgetor, prepared for his ſoule, 
eAlex. My guiltleile death will be aneng'd on thee, 
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On thee P/bppo, that hath malic'd thug; 
Or of thy meed, haſt falſely meaccugd. 
Jil. Nay Alexandro,if thou menace me, 
Ile lenda hand to ſendthee tothe Lake, 
Where thoſe thy words ſhall periſh with thy works: | 
Iniurious T raytour, monſtrous homicide, | | 
Enter ay. 36 o& 
Emb, Stay ,hold a whilezand here(witpardon of his 
Maieſty ) lay hands vpon YF4/4ippo. (trance? 
Vice. Embaſſadour,what newes hath vrg'd this ſadden cn- 
Em. Know my Soucraigne,that Balthazar doth liuc. 
Fee.” Whar ſayeſt thou; liucth Baitbazay onr ſonne ? 
Em. Your Highnefle ſonne L. Balthazar doth liue, 
And well intreated in the Court of Spare : 
Humbly cemmends him to your Maicſtic : 
Theſe eyes beheld, and theſe my followers, 
With theſe the Letters of the Kings commend, 
Gines him Lettere. 
Are happy witneſſe of his Highneſle health, 
The K ing lookes on the Letters,and proceeds. 
Vice. Thy Sonne doth lme, your Tribute is recein'd: 
Thy peace is made, and wee are ſatufied : 
The reſt reſolue 2pon, as things propor, 
For both our bonours, and thy benefite. 5 
 Emb, Theſeare his Highneſſe further articles. 
| Giner bmmore Letters, 
Vice. « Accurſed wreteh,to intimare theſe illes, 
Againſt the lifeand reputation + + 
Of noble Alexandrs: Come,my Lord, ynbind hime 
Let him vnbind thee, that is bound to death, | 
To make aquitall for thy diſcontent, 
| T bey unbinde him. 
Alex, Dread Lord,in kindnefſe you could doe no lefle, 
Vpon report of ſuch adamned fa&: 
But, thus we {ce our innocency hath ſaued 
The hopelefle life which thou Yi/{pps ſought 
By thy ſuggeſtions to hane maſſacred. 
Une, Say falfe ///ippo, wherefore didfi thou thus, 
L 3. ; E 
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Falſely betray Lord eAlexandror life? | 

Him whom thou knoweſt, that no ynkindnefle elſe, _ 
But cuen the flaughter of our deareſt ſonne, 
Could once haue mooued vs,to haue miſconceiued. 

Alex. Say (treacherous /i{lppo) tell the King; 
Or whercin hath Alexanarovs'd thee ill ? 

74. Rent with remembrance of ſo foulca deed, 
My guiltfull ſoulaſubmits me tothy doome: _ 
For,not for Alexandros: iniuries,.. 

But for reward, and hope tobe prefer'd: | 
Thus haue 1 ſhameleſſel y hazarded his life. , 

Vice. Which villaine, ſhall be ranſom'd with thy death, 
And not ſo meane a torment as,we heere | 
Deuis'dfor him, whothou fatdſt flew our ſonne : 

But with the bitterſt torments and extreames, 

That may be yet inuented for thine end. Alex.ſcemes to intrea? 

Intreat me not,goe take the Traitor hence : - Exit Vid. 

And eMexandro, let vs honour thee, 

With publique notice of thy: loyaltie. 

Ta cad thoſe thingsarticulated heere, 

By our great Lord, the mightic King of Spine, . 

Wee with our Counſel will. deliberate; | 

Come Alexanars, keepe vs.company. oo oak. 
Enter ny | k 

Hie. Oh eyes/noeves,but. wit teares. 
Oh life /ne life, butliuely forme *F quſaage os 
Oh world! no-world,but maſle of 
Confuſde and fild with-murder 
Oh ſacred Heinen / if thisvnhallowed deed, . 
If this vnhumane and barbarousattempr.z, abs 7 
If this incomparable Murder thus, . .. } 1:4, 

Of mine, but nawnomore my ſonne, 

Shall vnreuealcd,and vnrevenged; paſle, ,, 

How ſhould we tearme yur dealings tobe wit, 

If youvniuſtly deale with thoſe that in your Inkticetruft? Z., 
The night, ſad Secretary tomy.moancs, 

With direfull Viſfions, wake my vexcd ſoule, 
And with the wounds of my diſtrcficfull ſonne, 
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$licite me, for notice of his death. 
The ougly Ficnds doe ſally foorth of Hel), 
Andframe my ſteps to vntrequented paths, 
And feare my heart with fierce inflamed thoughts, 
The cloudy Day, my Diſcentent records, 
Early begins to regiſter my Dreames, 
And driue me foorth to ſecke the Murderer, 
Eyes, Life, World, Heauens, Hell, Night,and Day, 
See,ſearch,ſhew, ſend ſome man, 


Some mcane that may, ; A letter falleth, 
Whar's here,a Letter ?:tuſh, it 1s not ſo; 
A Letter written to Hieron:mo. Red Inke. 


For want of Inke,yeceine this bloody Writ; 
Ale hath my hapleſſe Brother hid frons thee : 
Renenge thy ſelfe on Balthazar avd him : 

For thoſe were they that rnardered thy ſonne. 

Hicronimo, r-vexge Horatios death, 

And better fare then Belimperia doth, 
What mcanes this ynexpeRed Miracle? 
My ſonne ſlaine by Lerenzs, andthe Prince : 
What cauſe had they Horatio to maligne ? 
Or what might mooue thee Belimperra, 
Toaccuſe thy Brother ? Had he becnthe meane? 
Hier onimo beware, thou art bettayd, 

And to intrap thy life, this traine is laid: 
Aduiſe thee thereforc,be not credulous, 
This 1s deuiſed to endanger thee, | 
That thou by this, Lorenzo ſhauldſt accuſe; 
And he for thy diſhonour done, ſhould draw 
Thy life in queſtion, and thy name in hate, 
Deare was the life of my beloued ſonne, 
And of his death behooues me bereueng'd: 
Then hazard not thine owne Hierommo, 
But liue to effe& thy reſolution : 
I therefore will by circumſtances trie, 
What I can gather to confirme this Writ, 
And hearken neere the Duke of Cafe: hoalc, 
Cloſe if I can, with Sian 
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To liften more; but nothing to bewray., 
Emer Pedrmgano, 
Hier. Now Pedringane. 
Ped, Now Hicronmo, 
Hier, Where's thy Lady ? 
Ped. I know not : here's my Lord. 
Enter Lorenzo. 
Lor. How now, who's this, Hieronmo ? 
Hier. My Lord. | 
Ped. He asketh for my Lady Belimpersa, 
Lor, What to doe, Hieromime? The Duke my father hath 
Vpon ſome diſgrace, awhile remooued her hence: | 
Bnt if it be ought I may informe her of, 
Tell me Hieromme, and Ile let her know it. 
Hier, Nay ,nay (my Lord)I thanke you, it ſhalt not need, 
I hada Suit vnto her,but too late, 
And her diſgrace makes me vnfertunate, 
Lor, Why ſo Hieronimo ? vie me. 
Hier. Who you,my Lord? 
I reſerue your fauour for a greater honour, 
This is a very toy,my Lord,a toy. 
Lor, All's one Hicronme,acquaint me With it. 
Hier. Yfaithmy Lord,tis an idle thing, I muſt confeſſe, 
I ha bin too ſlacke,too tardy, too remifle vnto your Honor, 
Lor. How now Hieromme ? 
Hier, 1n troth my Lord, it is a thing of nothing ;- 
The murder of a ſonne,or ſo : 
A thing of nothing, my Lord, 
Lor. Why then farewell. | 
Hier. My griefe no heart,my thought no tongue can tell, 
Lor. Come hither Pedrimgano; ſcelt thou this? Exn. 
Ped. My Lord,l tee it,and{uſpeR it too. 
Lor. This is that damned villaine Serberme, 
That hath (i feare) reucal'd Horarzos death. 
Ped. My Lord, he could not,twas ſo lately done; 
And ſince, he hath not left my company, 
Lor Admit he havenot,his condition's ſuch, 
As feare or flattering words,may make iup talle. 
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T know his humour, andtherewith repent: 
That ere I vs'd him in this enterpriſe. 
But Pedrmgano, to preuent the worſt, 
And cauſe I know thee ſecret as my ſoule, 
Here,for thy further ſatisfa&ion;take thee this, 

Gwes him moye Gold, 

And hearken to me; Thus it is : diſguis'd, 
This night thou muſt, (and prethee ſo refolue) 
Meet Serberime at $. Luges Parke : 
Thou knowſt tis here hard by behind the houſe, 
There take thy ſtand, andſce thou ſtrike him lure; 
For dye he muſt, if we doemeane to line, 

Ped. But how,ſhall Serberive be there, my Lord? 

Lor. Let me alone;lle ſend to him to meet 
The Prince and me,where thou muſt doe this deed. 

Pea. It ſhall be done,my Lord, it ſhall be done, 
Andlle gve arme my ſelfe ro meet him there. 

Lor. When things (hal alter (as I hope they will) 
Then ſhalt thou mount for this : thou knoweſt my mind. 
Che le leron, Exu Pedringans, 

Emter Page. 


Page My Lord? 
Ley. Goeirha,to Serberine and bid him forthwith 


_ © Meet the Prince and me at S. Lwges Parke, 


Behind the houſe, this euening, Boy, 
Page I goe my Lord. 
Lor, But (irha,let the houre be cight a clocks; 
Bid himnot faile. 
Page, I flie, my Lord, Ext, 
Loy. Now to confirme the complot thou haſt caſt, / 
Of all theſe praRtiſes, Ile ſpread the Watch, 
Vpon precife commandement fromthe King, 
Strong!y to guardthe place where Pedringano 
This night ſhall murder haplefle Serberine, 
Thus muſt we worke, that will ayvoyddiftrult, 
Thus mult we praRtiſe to preuent miſhap: 
And thus one 111,an other mutt expulle, bi” 
This lic inquiry of Hreronimo for clumperia,breeds _—_ 
E-3. | | 
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And this ſuſpitiamboades afurther ith, ++: work! 
As for my ſelfe, I know myſecrer fulr,  '- '7 + 'T 
And ſodoe they ; but 1 haue dealt for them: 
T = that for Coyne their ſonles endangered, 
Toſauc my life; for Coyne ſhall yenture theirs; 
And better tis that baſe companions die, 
Then by their life, to hazard-our good haps; 
Nor ſhall they line, for meto feare their faith ; 
Te truſt my ſelfe, my ſelfe ſhall be my friend: 
For die they ſhall;llauesare ordaind for no other end. &rv. 
Enter Pedringavo with a Piſtell, | | 
Ped. Now Pedrimgane; bid thy Piſtoll hold, 
And hold on Fortune,once more fauour me, 
Giue-but ſucceſſe romine attempting ſpirit, 
And let mefſhift for taking of mine ayme : 
Here is the Gold, this is the Gold propos, 
It is no Dreame that T aduenture for, 
But Pedringano 1s poſicſt thereof ; | 
Andhe that would not ſtraine his Conſcience - 
For him,that thus his liberall purſe hath ſretchr, 
V nworthy ſuch a fauour may he faile; 
And wiſhing, want, when ſuch as I preuailez 
As for the feare of apprehenſion, 
I know (if need ſhould be)my noble Lord 
Will ſtand betweene me and inſuing harmes: 
Beſides,this place is free from all ſuſpe&. 
Here therefore will I ſtay,andtake my ſtand, 
Enter the Watch, 
1 I wonder much to what intent it 1s, 
That we are thus expreſſely charg'dto watch? 
2 Tis by commaundement 1n the Kings owne name, 
3 Bur we were neuer wont to watch nor ward 
So neere the Duke his houſe before, ; 
2 Content your ſelfe, ſtand cloſe, there's ſomewhat int, 
Enter Serberme. 
Ser, Heere Serberine, attendand ſtay thy pace, 
For here did Don Lorenzo: Page appoynt, 
That thou by his commaund ſhoulalt meet withhim : 6 
; ow 
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How fit a place,if one were ſodiſpog'd, 
Mc thinkes this corner is tocloſe with one; 
Ped. Here comes the Bird that I muſt ceazewpon : 
Now Pedringene,or neuer, play the man. 
Ser. I wonder that his Lordſhip ſtayes ſo long, 
Or wherefore ſhould he ſend for me ſo late? 
Ped. For this Serberme,and thou ſhalt ha't, Shoots the Dag. 
So,there he lics ; my promiſe is perform'd, 
The Watch. 
1 Harke Gentlemen,this is a Piſtoll ſhot, 
2 Andhere's one laine; ſtay the Murderer. 
Ped. Now by theforrowes of theſoules.in Hell, 
He ſtrives with the Watch, 
Who firſt layes hold on me, Ile be his Prieſt, 
3 Sirra confeſſe(and therein play the Prieſt) 
Why haſt thou thus vnkindly kildthe man? 
Ped, Why ? becauſe he walkt abroad ſo late. 
3 Come ir,youhad been better kept your bed, 
* Then hauc committed this miſdeed (o late. | 
2 Come,to the-Marſhallwith the, Murderer. 
1 Onto Hiro : helpeme heere 
To bring the murdered body with vs $00. : 4 
Peds Hicronims? Carry mee before.whom you will, | 
What ere he bee, Ile anſwerehimand youg - | i, + 
And doc your worlt, for I dehie youall. ; * Exmm. 
Enter Lovenz0,and Baltbazar. 
Bal. How now jay Lord, what makes yourife ſo ſoone ? 
Lor, Feare of rcpenting gurtoidhaps to0 late, 
Bat. What, milelyefe.is4t tharwenormiſtruſt2, _ 
Ler. Our greateſilles we leaſt miſtzult(ay Lord) 
And vnexpgdied-harmes doe, huxt vs.molt,, 
Ba/, Whytellang Don Larevao, (chhgne.man 
If ought concernesvur Honour | 
WOE nee ND og 
uſpe&, andthepre 2n's 2 4) 
That by thoſe baſe confederarges ingurfauilt. 
Touching the dcath af er Herein F 
Werarc betrayd to old Elerowme., 
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Bal. Betrayd, Lorenzo? tuſk it cannot be, 

Lor, A euirieConſcicnce, vrged withthe thought 
Of formereuils, .cafily caunot erre : - 
I am perlwaded, and diffwade me not, 
That all's revealed to Hierommo, 
AnJ therefore know, that I hane caſt-ic thus. Enter Page. 
Buthere's the Pages How. now, what newes with thee ? 

Page. My Lor "erberari is ſ}aine, 

Bal. Who, Serberin my man ? 

Page. Your Highneſſe man, my Lord, 

Lor. Spzake Page, who murdered him? 

Page, He that is apprehended f tor thiol; 

Lo. Who? 

Page. Pedrmpano, 

B al. l,Serberinflaine that Sue his Lord ſo well, 
I:turious Villaine, murderer of his Friend, 

Lor. Hath P murdered Serberin / 
My Lord, let me intteariyou to take the paines 
To exaſperate and haſten his renengey - | | 
With your complaints vnte my Lord the King, 
This their difſention, breeds a greater doubt. 

Bal. Aſſure thee Don - - ſhall die, 
Or cl{c his Highneſſe hardly ſhall denie, 
_ while, lc haſte the Marſhall Seſsions - 
For die he ſhall for this his damned deed, Exit Bal, 

Lor, Why (o, this fits our former pellicts; 
And ths experience bidsthe wiſc-todcale : - 
Ty the pe the poynt': * Jo 916 A 
I ſet the trap,he breakes theworthlefle ewigg,'o 
And ſces nor that wherewith the Bird waslimd. | 
Thus hopefull men that meane to hold-their owne, * 
Muſt looke like Tm wean 
He runnes tokill;whiom 1 tocatch, 
And no man know6sit was my Rn a 

Tishard to truſt oa Atl, 


Or any one (inmineopinion)*--// - - 
When men os (cy ſecrets will tevcute, 
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Enter a Meſſenger with a Letrer, 
Kor. Boy. ot (EE 

Page. My Lord. 

Lor. Whar's hee ? 

Meſ. T haue 2 Letter to your Lordſhip, 
Lov. From whence ? 

Meſ. From Pedringew, that's impriſoned, 
Loy. $0, he is impriſoned then ? 

Atſ. 1, my good Lord. 

Lor. What would he with vs ? 

He writes v$ here,To ſtand good Land helpe bim in diſtreſſe 5c, 

Tellhim, I haue his Letters, know his minde; 

And what we may, let kim affure him of. ' 

Fellow be gone, my Boy ſhall follow thee, Exit, Meſ” 

This workes like waxe; yet once moretrie thy wits, 

Boy,goe,conuey this Parſe to Pedringavo, 

Thou knoweſt the Priſon, cloſely give it him, 

And bee adais'd that none be there about : 

| Bidhimbe merry ſtill, bat ſecrer; 

And though the Marſhals Seſs1ons be today, 

Bidhim not doubr of his delinery; 

Tell him;his Pardon is already ign'd ; 

And thereon bid him boldly be refolu'd: 

For were he ready to be turned off, 

(As tis my will the yttermorſt be tride) 

Thou with his PardorhMalt attend him ſtill: 

Shew him this Box, tefthim his Pardons in't : 

Rut operr't not, and if thon loueſt thy life: 

But let him wiſely keepe his hopes vnknowne, 

He ſhall not want while Don Lorenzs hucs ; away. | 
Page I goe (my Lord) I runne. Exu Page, 
Lor, But ſirha, ſee that this be cleanly done, 

Now ſtands our Fortune on a tickle poynt;” 

Andnow or ncuer, ends Lor-nzor ke : 

One onely thing is vneffeted yer, 

And that's to ſce the Executioner, 

But to what end? lift not totruſt the Ayre 


With vtterance of our pretence cheyein, 
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For feare the priuy whiſpering of the winde, 
Conuey our fun amongl(t vnfriendly cares, 
Thar lie too open to aduantages. 
Et quelque vogliogul neſſun le [a, 
Imtends 10 quel.m: baſſ. ard, Exit, © 
" Enter Boy with the Box... PR.” 
Boy. My Maſter hath forbidden me to looke inthis Box; 
& by my honeſty tis likely,if. he had not warned me, I ſhould 
not haue had ſo much idle time : for we Men-kind'in our mi. 
noritie, are like women. in their vncertaintiez that they are 
moſt forbidden,they will ſooneſt attempt: ſo I now, By my 
bare credit, here's nothing but the bare cmptic box: were it 
not ſin.againft Secrecy,l would ſay.it were a piece of Gen- 
tleman-like knauery: I muſt, goto. Pedrmgaxs,andtell him his 
Pardon is in this boxz nay, would hane {worne it,had I not 
ſcene the contrary, I cannot chuſe but ſmile, to thinke how 
the villaine wil flewt the Gallows,ſcorne the Audience,and 
deſcant on the Hang-man; andall preſuming of his Pardon 
from hence, Wilt not bee an adde 1cſt, tor mee toſtand and 
grace euery icſt he makes,pointing my finger at this Box,as 
who ſhouidſay, Mock on, here's thy Warrant ? Iſt nota ſcur- 
uy-ieſt, that a man ſhould ieſt himſelfetogeath?, Alas poore 
Pedringawo, I am in aſort ſorry for thee.; but if I ſhould bee 
hanged withthee, I couldnot weepe. Exit, 
Enter Hieronumo,and the Deputic, 
Hier, Thus muſt we toyle in othemgnens cextreames, 
That know not how:toremedy our &Wnc; 1 /;-/- 
And doe them Iuſtice, when vainkly we... 
For all our wrengs,can compaſle noredreſſe. 
But ſhall I neuer liue to (ce the day, 
That I may come by Iuftice(of the Heauens) 
To know the cau(e,that may my caresallay ? 
This toyles my bedy,this conſumeth age,- | 
That onely 1,to all men iuſt muſt be, 
And neither Gods nor Mcn be juſt tome, 
. Deps. Worthy Hieronimo,your Office askes 
A care to puniſkſuch eng (xs 


Hier, Soult my dutie toregardhis death, | 
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Who when he lined, deſeru'd my deateſt blood.” 
But come, for that we came for: let's begin, 
For heere lies that, which bids me'tobe 
Emer Officers, Boy and Pedringano with a Letter 
| '-- in bu hand, borend. 
Deps. Bring footth the Priſoner, forthe Court is fer. 
Ped. Gramercie Boy : but it was time to come, 
For I had written tomy Lordanew, 
A nearer matter that concerneth him, 
For feare his Lordſhip had forgotten me : © 
But fith he hath rentembreijhs ſowell;” 
Come, come,come on, whetiſhall weto this geare ? 
Hier. Stand foorth thou Monſter, Murderer of mey, 
—_— for Pune rms of the world, 
Contefſle thy folly, andrepent thy fault z 
For chews the place of execution. - / © 
Ped.” This is ſhort worke : well, to your Marſhalſhip. 
Firſt, I confefle, (nor feare I death therefore) 
I am the man, *twas I {flew Serberine. 
But fir, then youthinke this ſhall be the place, 
Where we ſhall ſatisfie you for this  geare ? 
Depsu, I , Pedrmgane 
Ped. No, I thinke APY 
Hier. Peace impudent, for thou ſhalt find it ſo, 
For blood with blood, ſhall (while T fit as Indge) 
Be ſatisfied, andthe Law dif d. 
And chough my ſelfe cannot receine the like, 
”_ will I ſce that others hanetheir ri right 
iſpatch, the fault approued,and co 


ndby our Law, he 1s & coins dtodie, * fnter Hangman. 


"— Come on fir,are you ready ? 
Ped. Todoe what? my fine officious knaue, 
Hang,” To goetothis geare. 


Ped, O fir, you aretoo forward ; thou wouldſt faine fur- 


niſh me with a halter,to disfurniſhme of my Habite : 


SoI ſhould g0 out of this geare my RESO pa that ey 


the Rope 


Pu Hang c,ohw1 of PRIOIIIY Venor change! 
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without boete; that's. flat. - | 
Hang, | Come. ſis. 
Ped. Sothen, I ma 
Hang. No remedy. 
Ped. Yes, but there ſhall be for comming downe. 
Hag. ; Indeed here's:a remedy for that. 
Ped. How, to be turned off? 
Haxg. I truly. Come,are,you ready ? 
I pray you (ir diſpatch, the day goes away. 
Ped, What, doe you hang by the houre? if yon doe;l may 
chance to breake your old cuſtome. | | 
Hang. Faith you haue no xeaſen,for I am like to breake 
your young necke., 
Ped. Doeſt thou macke me,Hang-man? Pray God I bee 
not preſcrued to breake your; knaues pate for this. 
Han Alas fir,youare a foot too. low to reach it: and I hope 
you will neuer grow ſohigh,whiles.I aminthe Office, 
Ped Sirra,doſt ſce yonder Boy with the Box in kishand ? 
Ha*g. What,he that pointsto it with his finger ? 
Ped, I, that companion. 
Hang. T know him nat, but what of him? 
Ped. Doeſt thou thinke to liuc till his old Doublet will 
| make thee anew Truſle ? 
— Hang. I,and maiy a faire yeereafter,totruſſe vp many an 
honeſter man,then cither th@u,or hee. 
Ped, What hath he in his Box,as thou thinkeſt ? 
Hang. Faith,I cannottell,nor I care not greatly; 
Me thinks, you ſhould rather hearker toyour ſoules health. 
Ped. Why firra Hang-man, I take it, that that is good for 
the body, is likewiſe goodfor the Soule: and it may bee, in 
that Boxe is Balme for both. . , 
Hang. Well, thou art cuen the merrieſt piece of Mans- 
Acfh,that euer groan'd at my. Office doore. | 
Ped. 1s.your rogary become an office with a knaues name? 
Havg. I, and.that ſhall al: they witncſle,chat ſee you ſeale 
| with a T hecues name. 


Ped. I prethce requeſt this good company.to pray for me, 
Hang. 1 mazry fir,this isa good motion: My $,you 


| vp? 


yogi? 
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fee heere's 2 pood fellow, | | 
Ped, Nay,nay, now T remember mee, let thern alone till 
ſome other time ; for now I haue no great need, FF 
Hier. 1 hane not ſcene a wrerch ſo impudentr. 
O m-nitrous times, where Murder's ſer ſlight; 
And where the Soule, that ſhould be ſhrindicheanen; 
Solely delights in interdi&ed things, 
Still wandring in the thornie paſſages, 
That intercepts itſelfe of happineſſe, 
Murder, O bloody Monſter ; God forbid, 
A fault ſo foule, ſhowld cape vnpuniſhed, 
Diſpatch and ſee the Execution done, 
This makes me toremember thee, my ſonne. Exit Hier, 
Ped, Nay ſoft, ne haſte. 
Dep. Why ,wherefore ſtay you? Hauec you hope of life ? 
Pea, Why I. 
Hang. As how? 
Ped. Why Raſcall,by my pardon fromthe King. 
Hang. Stand you on that? thenyou ſhall of withthis, 
Hee turnes bins off, 
Depw. So Executioner, conney him hence; 
But let his body be vnburied: 
Let not the Earth be choaked, or infeR 
With that, which Heauen contemne, and men negle&, 
Excunt. 
Enter Hieronimos, © 
Hier. Where ſhall I runneto breath abroad my woes, 
My woes, whoſe weight hath weariedthe earth ? 
Or mine Exc'aimes, . haue ſurcharg'd the Ayre; 
Wirh ceaſelefſe Plaints, for my deceaſcd Sonne: 
The bluſtring Winds, conſpiring with my words, 
At my lament, hanemoou'dthe leafelcfle trees; 
Diſroab'd the Meadowes of their flowred greene, 
Made Mountaines Marſh, with Spring-tide of my teares: 
And broken through the Brazen gates of Hell, 
Yet (till tormented 15 my tortured Soule, 
With broken fighes, and re{tleſſepaſsions, 
That winged mount,and houering in the ayre: 
; "5 F 3 Bur 
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But at the Windowes of the brighteſt Heauens,. --,.-, . / 
Soliciting for Tuſtice and Reuenge:: ,. . 2 
' But they are plac'd inthoſe Imperiall 


I find the place impregnable : and they 
Reſiſt my woes, andigiue my wordsno way, 


Enter Ha with 's Letter, + 
Hang. O Lord Gr. Godbleſſe you fir; the man ir; Petergad, 
Sir, hee that was ſo full of merry conceits, 
Hier, Well, what of him? 
Hang. O Lordfir;he'wentthe wrong way;the fellow had 
2 faire Commiſsion to the contrary. Sir,here 1s his Paſpart; 
I pray you fir, we-haue done him wrong. 
Hier, FT warrant thee, giue1t me, 
Harg. You will tand betweene the Gallowes and me ? 
Hier. I,TI. 
Hang. 1 thanke your L. Worſhip! Exit Hangman. 
1icr. Andyet;though ſomewhat-neerer me concerties, 
I will to eaſe the griefe that I ſuſtaine, 
Take truce with Sorrow, while I read on this, 
My Lord, I write as my extreames require, 
That jou wonld labowr my delmery : Lo gs 
If you negleft, my lifs is deſperate, 
And in ryy death, I ſpall reweale the truth : 
Tou know (my Lord) I ſlew him for your ſake 
And was confederate with the Proxce and you, 
Wonve by rewards and hopefull promiſcr, 
I holpe to murder Don Horatio toe, 
Holpe he tomnrder mine Horatio, 
And aRors intaccurſed Than : | 
Waſt thou Lorenzo; Balthazar,and thog, 
Of whom my ſanne,my ſonne deſeru'd ſo well ? 
What hauc I heard ? what hauc mine eyes beheld? 
O ſacred Heauens, may 1t come topaſlle, 
That ſuch a monſtrous and deteſted deed, 
So cloſely ſmotherd,and (o long conceald, 
Shall thus be thus revenged,or reueald : 
Now ſce I what, I durſt not then ſuſpeR, 
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ef om. | ne hn fair'd: 
Nor fained ſhe,t falſely they haue wrong d 
Both her,my (cl ai nf oaſctues : f 
Now may I make compare twixt hers andrhis, 
Of euery accident, I'nere could find, 
Tillnow, and now I feelingly perceiue 
They did, what heauen watoadithe ſhould not leaue, 
O falſe Lorenzs, are theſe thy flattering lookes ? 
Is this the honour that thou didſt my ſonne ? 
And Balthazar, bane to thy ſoule and me ? 
Was this the ranſome he referwd for thee #- 
Woe to the cauſe of theſe conſtrained Warres; 
Woe to thy baſeneſſe,and captiuirie. | 
Woe to thy birth, thy body,and thy ſ6ule, 
Thy curſed father, and thy conquered ſelte, 
And band with bitter execrations be, 
The day and place where he did pitie thee, 
But wherefore waſte I mine vnfruitfull words, 
When nought but Blood will ſatisfre my woes ? 
I will goe plaine me-to my Lord the King, 
And cry alowd for Tuſtice throughthe Court, 
Wearing the Flints with theſe my withered feer, 
Andeither purchaſe Iuſtice by intreats, 
Or tyre themall with my renenging threats, Ext. 

Enter }{abella, and her Alayd, 

I/a. So that you ſay this hearbe will purge the eyes, 
Andthis the head: ah,but none of them wil purge the heart: 
No there's no Medicine left for my Diſeaſe; ' - 

Nor any Phiſicke to recure the Dead, She runners Lunatiche, 
Horatid, O where's Horatio ? | 

Maid. Good Madame;affright notthus your ſelfe, 
With outrage for your-Sonne Horatio; ds 
He ſleepes in _=_ in the Elizian wht Zh = 
. Iſa. Why,d1dI not giue you gownes,and goodly things ? 
Bought yon a Whiſfle,and Whipſtalke too, 

To be reuenged on their villanies ? ; 
| Maid, Madam,theſc huitfotrs doe torrent my ſoule,. 
1/a, My ſoulc,poore ſoule y thou talkſt of things - I 
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This that I did. was for 2 nol icie. 
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Thou knoweſt not what,my ſoule hatl: filuer wings, 
That mounts me ypynto the higheſt heauens ; | 
To Heaven, I there lits my Hora, 
Back'd witha troupe of hery Cherubins, 
Dauncing about his newly healed wounds, © _ 
Sirging (weet Hymmes,and chaunting heaucnly notes; 
Rare Harmony t0 greete his 1nnacency, hy: 
That lw'd;1,dieda Mirror 1m our dayes. 
But ſay, where ſhall T finde the Man,the Murderers, * 
That flew Horatio? Whither ſhall I runnc 
To find them out,that mardered my Sonne ? Exewn, 
Behynperia at d winaow, 
Bel. What meancs this outrage that is offered mg ? 
Why am I thus ſequeſtred from the Court? 
No notice; ſhall I not know the cauſe, 
Of this my ſecret and ſuſpitious illes? 
Accutſed Brother, ynkind Murderer, 
Why bend(t thou thus thy mindto Martyr me? 
Hieronimo, why write I of thy wrongs ? 
Or why art thou ſoſlacke in thy reuenge ? 
eAndrra,O Andrea! that thou aweſt 
Mee, for thy friend Horato handled thus; 
And him for me,thus cauſelefle murdered, 
Well,force perforce, | muſt conitraine my ſelfe 
Topatience, and apply me to the time, 
Till Heauen (asT haue hoped) ſhall ſet me free. 
Emer Chriſtopbel, 
{briſ, Come Madame Belwperie,this muſt not be. 
Enter Lorenzo, Balthazar andthe Page. ; 
Lor. Boy,talke no further,thus farre things goe well, 
Thou art afſured that thou ſaweſt him dead? 
Page. Orelſe (my Lord)I liue not. 
Lor, That's enough, 1% 1 
As for his reſolution in his end, | | 
Leauc that to him 0p pr-2 he —_ now : 
Heeretake my Ring and giueit Cbr: A 
And bid him leemny literbeenlarg'd 
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This that I did, was for a policie, 
To ſmoothe and keepe the murderſecrer, 
Which as a ninedayes wonder, being ore-blowne, 
My gentle fiſterwill 1 now inlarge. 

Bal, And time Lorenzo for my Lord the Duke, 
You heard, enquired for her yeſter-night. 

Lor. Why ? and my Lord(I hope)you heard me ſay, 
Sufficient reaſon,why ſhe kept away : , 
But that's all one; (my Lord)you lone her ? 

Bal, I. 

Lor. Then in your loue beware,deale cunningly, 
Salue all ſaſpitions, onely ſooth me vp : 
And if ſhe hapto ſtand on tearmes withvs, 

As for her Sweet-heart, and concealement (0; 
Teſt with her gently: vnder fained ieſt, 
Are things conceald, that clſe'would breed'ynreſt; 
But here ſhee comes, | 

Enter Belumperia. 

Lor, Now Siſter? 

Bel. Siſter: No,thou art no brother, bur an enemy : 
Elſe would(t thou not haue vs'd thy ſiſter fo : 

Firſt, ro affright me with thy weapons drawne, 
And with extreames abuſe my company; 
Andthento hurry me like whirle-winds rage, 
Amidſt a crew of thy confederates, 

And clapt me vp where none might come at me, 
Nor I at any,to reucale my wrengs. 

What madding fury did poſleſſe thy wit ? 

Or wherein iſt that 1 offended thee ? 

Lor. Aduiſe you better Belimperia. 

For I haue done you no diſparagement : * 
Vnlcfſe by more diſcretion then deſerucd, 
I ſought to ſauce your honour,and mine owne. 

Bel, Mine honour? Why Lorenzo,wherein iſt, 
That I negle& my reputation ſo, PIN 
As you, or any need toreſcue it ? 

Ler. His Highneſſe, and my Father were reſolu'd, 
Tocome conferre with old , | 


- 


Con- 
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Concerning certaine matters of Eftate, 
That by the Viceroy was determi 

Bel. And wherein was mine honour touck'd in that ? 

Bal. Haue patience Beliwmperia, heare the reſt. 

Lor. Mc (next in ſight) as Meſſenger they ſent, 
Togiue him notice that they were ſo nigh, 
Now when came conſorted with the Prince, 
And (vnexpe&cd) in an Arbour there, 
Found Belimperia with Horatio, 

Zel., How then ? 

Loy. Why then,remembring that old diſgrace, 
Which you for Don Andrea hadendur'd, 

And now were likely longer to ſuſtaine, 
— fawr found ſo meanly accompanied : 
Thought rather,(for I knew no readicr meanc) 
To thruſt Horar:o foorth my fathers way. 
Bal. And carry you obſcurely ſomewhereelſe, 
Leſt that his Highnes ſhould haue found youthere; 

Fel. Euen ſo (my Lord)and you are witnefle, | 
That this is true which he intreateth of, 

You (gentle Brother) forged this for my ſake; 
And you(my Lord)were made his inftrument : 

A worke of worth, worthy the noting too, 

But what's the cauſe that you conceald me ſince ? 

Lor. Your melancholy(Siſter)fince the newes 
Of your firſt fauourite Don Andreas death, 

My Fathers old wrath hath exaſperate. | 

Bal. . And better waſt for yoatbeſig in difgrace) 
To abſent your ſelfe, and giue his fury place. 

Bel, But why had 1 nonotice of his ire? 

Lor. That were to adde more fuel! to the fire, 
Who burnt like £/£mma, for Andreas lofſe. 

Bel. Hath not my father then enquir'd for me ? 

Tor, Sifter,he hath, and thus excuſedT thee. 

He whiſpereth in her care. 
But Belimperia, (cc the gentle Prince, 
Leoke on thy Loue,behold young Balthazar, 
Whoſe paſsiens by thy prelence,arc increaſi; 
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And in whoſe melancholy, thon mayſt ſee 
Thy hate, his loue ; thy flight, his following thee* 
Bel. Brother, you are become an Oratour, 
I know not I, by what experience; 
Too politique for me,paſt all compare, 
Sincelaſt TI faw you but content yourſelfe, 
The Prince 1s meditating higher things. 
Bal, Tis of thy Beautie then, that conquers Kings : 
Of thoſe thy Trefſes,eHriadnes twinnes, 
Wherewith my Libertiethou haſt ſurpriz'd: 
Of that thine Iuory Front, my ſorrowes Map, 
Wherein I ſce no Hauen to reſt my hope. 
Bel. Toloue andfeare;andbothat once my Lore, 
In my conceir, arethings of more import, 
Then Womens wits are to be buſied with. 
Bal, Tis1 that loue., 
Be!, Whom? 
. Bal. Belamperia. 
B-/. But I, that fcare, 
Ba/., Whom? 
Berl, Belingperia. 
Lor, Feare For ſelfe? 
Bel. I Brot 0 
Lor. How? | | 
Bel. As thoſe that when they loue, are loath, and feare ro 
Bal. Then faire, let Bakbazar your keeper be. (loc, 
Fel. Balthazar doth fare as wellas wee ; 
Eft tremulo me tus panidem innxere timorem, 
Et Lu pre + a 
Ler. Nay, and youargue things ſo cunningly, 
| Weele goe continue this Dil at Court, 
Ba/. Ledby the Load-ſtarre of her heauenly lookes, 
Wendes poore oppreſſed Balthazar, 
As ore the Mountaines walkes the wanderer, 
Incertaine te efic& his Pilgrimage, Exennt, 
Enter two Portingales,and Hierenimo meet: them, 
1 By pou leaue fir, : x " 
Hier, Tis nopheras yet Sake, per 66 FOR SRO, "A 
2 


Exit. 
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Noras youthinke : you'r widz all : 
Theſe Slippers are not mine,they were my ſonne Horatzor, 


My ſonne, and what's a ſonne ? | 

A thing begot within a paire of Minutcs,there about : 

A lump bred vp in darknefſe,and dothſerne 

To ballance thoſe light creatures we call Women, 

And at nine moneths end, creepes foorth to light. 

Wat is there yct ina Sonne, 

To make a Father dote; rauc,or runne mad? 

Bcing Borne, it powts, crics and breeds tecth, 

VV hat is there yet in aSonne ? 

He mult be fed, be taught to goc, and ſpcake : 

I,or yet z why might not a man loue a Calfe as well? 

Or melt in paſsion ore a frisking Kidde,as for a Sonne ? 

Me thinkes a young Bacon, ; 

Ora fine little ſmooth Horſe-colt, 

Should mooue a man, as much as doth a Sonne,, 

For one of theſe in very little time, 

W il! grow to ſome good vſe ; whereas a Sonne, 

The more he growes in ſtatureand inyeares, 

The more vn{quar'd, vnleauclled he appeares; 

Reckons his Parcnts among the ranke of Fooles, 

Strikes cares vpon their heads with his mad Ryots, 

Makes them looke old, before they meet with age : 

This is a Sorine: and whata loſſe were this confiicred truly? 

Oh but my Horatio; grew out of reachof thoſe 

Inſatiate humours: he loned his louing Parents; 

He was my cotnfort, and his Mothers 10y,. 

The very arme that did hold yp our Houſc : 

Our hopes were ſtored yp in him, 

None butadamied Murderer could hate him, 

He had niot ſcene thEbacke of ninetceneyeere, 

When his ſtrong arme vnhorſt the proud Prince Balthazar: 
' Andkjs great minde too full of Honour, 

Tooke him vs to mercy that valiant,but ignoble Portingale, 

Well, Heauen is Heauen ſtill, 

And there is Nemefir, and Furics, 

And things called Whippes, 


And 
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And they ſometimes doe meet with Murderers, 
They doe not alwayes (cape, that's ſome comfort. 
I,[,1,and then time ſteales on, and teales, and ſteales, 
Till violence leapes foorth like thunder ' 
Wrapt in a Ball of fire, 
And (o doth bring confuſion to them all, 
Good leaue haue you: I pray you goe, 
For lle leaue, if you can leaue me, fo. | 

2 - Pray you,which is the way to my Lord the Dukes ? 

Hier. The next way from me, 

2 Tohisheuſe; we meane. 

Hier, O hardby, tis yon houſe that you ſee. 

2 You couldnot tell vs if his ſonne were there. 

' Hier. Who, my Lord Lorenzo ? 
1 1, fir, 
He goes tn at one doore,and comes ont at another. 

Hie. Oh, forbeare, for other talke for vs farre fitter were, 
But if you be importune toknow 
The way to him, and where to finde him out, 
Then liſt ro me,and Ile reſolue your doubt: 
There is a path ypon your left hand fide, 
That lcadethfroma guiltieConſcience, 
Vnto a Forreſt of diſtruſt and feare, 
A darkeſome place, and'dangerous to paſle; 
There ſhall you meet with melancholly thoughts, 
Whoſe palefull humours if you but behold, 
It will condu& youtodifſpaire and death: 
-Whoſlc rockie cliffes, when you haue once beheld, 
Within a hugie dale of laſting night, 
That's kindled withthe worlds iniquities, 
Doth caſt vp filthy and deteſtedfumes, 
Not far fromthence,where Murtherershaue built, - 
An habitation for their:cu;ſed foules's + 00 
There in a brazen Caldron fixt by oe 
In his fell wrath, vpon a ſulphire-flame, 
Your felues ſhall ind Loye»zs bathing him, 
In 0 Jn who Bloodof Innocents: © © 


1 Ha, ha, ha, | 
oe z Hier +. 
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Hiwr, Hahaha : why ha,ha,ha?farewell good ha,ha,ha: 
2 Doubtleſſethis manis paſsing lunatike, Exit. 
Or, imperte&1on of hisage doth make him dote : 
Come, let's away,toſeeke my Lordthe Duke, Exewunt. 
Enter Hirroxumo with a P eymiard in one hand, 
and 4 Rope tn the other, 
Hier. Now ſir, perhaps I came and ce the King; 
The King (ces mc, and fainewould heare my Suite, 
Why 1s not this a ſtrange and ſecld ſeene thing, 
That ſtanders by,with toyes ſhould ſtrike me mnte ? 
Goe to, I ſee their ſhifts, and ſay nomore, 
Hi:ronimo, tis time for thee to trudge, 
Downe by the Dalethar flowes with purple gore, 
Standeth a Tower; there fits a Iudge 
Vpona Seat ef Steele,and molten Brafle : 
Andrtwixt his Teeth hee holds a Fire-brand, 
That leades wnto the Lake where Hell dath ſtand. 
Away Hieroniwo, to him begone : 
Heele doe thee Tuſtice for Horatio, death, 
Turne downe this path, thou ſhalt be with himſtreight: 
Or this, and then thounecedſtnot take thy breath, 
This way,or that way : ſoftandfaire,notſo; 
For if I hang, or kill my ſelfe, let's know, 
Who will reuenge Horatio: murder then ? | 
No, no, fie no : pardon me, llenone of that. 
He fimgs away the Dae and Halter, 
This way Ilc take, and this way comes the King. 
He takes them vp againe. 
And heere Ile haue a fling at him that*s flat; 
And Balthazar, le be wich thee tobring; 
Andrhee Lorenzo; heere's the King,nay ſtay : 
And hcere,I heare : there gocs the haire away, 
King. Now ſhew E ,what our Viceroy ſaith: 
Hathhe received the Articles we ſent? | 
Heer. Iuſtice, O Inftice to Hreronime, 
Lor, Backe, ſceſt thou not the King isbulie ? 
Hier. O is he ſo? 


Kong. 
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Xing. Who 1s he that interrupts our buſineſſe ? 
kiier, Not 1 : Hieroximo beware,goe by,goe b 
Embaſ. Renowned Ki hath av 6 gn read 
Thy Kingly proffers, and thy promis'd League : 
And as a man extreamely oucrioy'd, 
To heare his Sonne fo princely entertain'd, 
Whoſe death he had ſo ſelemanly bewayl1'd, 
This for thy further ſatisfaRion, 
And Kingly loue,he kindly lets thee know: 
Firſt for the Mariage of his Princely Sonne 
With Retmperia, thy beloued Neece, 
The newes are more delightfull to his ſoule, 
Then Myrrh or Incenſe to the offended Heauens: 
In perſon therefore will he come himſclfe, 
To ſee the Mariage Rites ſolemnized ; 
Andin the preſence of the Court of Spaine, 
To knita lure inexplicable band 
Of Kingly louc,and cuerlaſting league, 
Betwixt the Crownes of Spaine and Portingale; 
Farr he giue ag Crowneto Balthazar, 
An a Queene of Belunperia, 
King. >. aqui like youthis our V iceroyes loue? 
Caſt. Nodoubt (my Lord) itisan ar e 
Of honourable careto keepe his .. -; 
And wondrous zcale to Balthazar his ſonne ; 
Nor aml leaſt indebted to his Grace, 
That bends his — daughter thus. 
Emb. Now laſt(dread Lord) here hath his Highnes ſent, 
(Althoughke ſend not that his Sonne returne) 
His Ranſome due to Don Horatio, 
Hier. Horatio, who calles Horatio? 
King. And well remembred, thanke his Maicſtie : 
Heere, ſce it giuen to Horatio, 
Hier. Tuſtice, O Iuſtice, Iuſtice, gentle King. 
King. Whois that, Hieronome # 
Hier. Tuſtice,O Iuftice : O my Sonne,my Sonne, 
My Sonne, who nought can ranſome or redeeme, 
Lor. Hieronimo, you are not well aduiſde, 
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Hier, Away Lorenzo, hinder me no more, 

For thou haſt made me bankrupt of my bliſſe; 
Giue me my ſonne,you ſhall not ranſome him. 
Away, Ile rip the bowels of the earth, 

He dipgeth with bu Dag ger, 
And ferry ouer to the Elizian plaines, 
Andbring my Sonne to ſhew his deadly wounds. 
Stand from about me, Ile make a Pick-axc of my Poniard, 
And heere ſurrender yp my Marſhalſhip : 
For [le goe Marſhall vp my fhiends in Hell, 
To be auenged on you all for this, 

Kmg. What meanes this outrage; 

W1ll none of you reſtraine his furie ? 

Hier. Nay ſoft andfaire, you ſhall notneedto ſtriue, 
Needs muſt he goe that the Deuigs driue. Ext, 

Kmy. What accident hath hapt to Hieronrmo ? 

I hauc not ſeene him todemeane him ſo. 

Lor. My gracious Lordhe is with extreame pride, 

Concein'd of young Horaizhis Sonne : 

And couetous of hauing to himlelfe 

The Ranſome of the young Prince Balthazar, 
Diſtra& and in a manner lunatike, 

Kmg. Belceue me Nephew;we are ſorry for't, 
This is the loue that Fathers beare their Sonnes ; 
But gentle Brother,goe giue to him this Gold, 
The Princes Ranſome; let him hauc his due, 

For what he hath, Horatio ſhall not want, 
Happily Hieronme hath need thereof, 

Lor. But if he be thus hapleſly diſtra&, 

Tis requiſite his Office be refign'd, 
Andgiuen to one of more diſcretion, 

King We ſhall increaſc his melancholy ſo, 
Tis beſt we ſee farther in it firſt ; 

Till when, ourſclfe will exempt the place, 
And Brother, now bring in the Embafladour, 
That ke may bee a witneſle of the Match, 
Twixt Balthazar and Belimperia, 
Andrthat we may prefixe a certaine time, 
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Wherein the Mariage ſhall be ſolemnized, 
That we may hane thy Lordthe Viceroy here. 

Emb. Therein your Highneſſe highly ſhall content 
His Mateftie; that longs to heare from hence, 

King. On then,and heare your Lord Embaſſador, Exennt. 
Enter [aquer, and Pedro, 
Tag. 1 wonder Pedre, why our Maſter thus, 
At mid-night ſends vs with our Torches light, 
When Man, and Bird,and Beaſt are all at rel}, 
Sauec thoſe that watch for Rape & bloody murther. 

Ped. O lagues, know thou that our Maſters mind 
Is much diftranght ſince his Horatio dicd; 
And now his aged yeares ſhould ſleepe inreſt, 
His heart in quiet,like a deſperate man, 
Growes lunatike and childiſh, for his Sonne: 
Sometimes as he doth at his Table fir, 
He ſpeakesas if Horatio ſtood by him, 
Then ftarting in a rage, falles on the carth, 
Cries out Horatso,where 1s my Horatio ? 
So that with extreame griefe,and cutting ſorrow, 
There is not left in him one inch of Man : 
See, heere he comes, 

Enter Hieronimo. 

Hiwr. I pry through cuery crevife of cach wall, 
Looke at each Tree,and ſearch through eucry Brake, 
Beat on the Buſhes, ſtampe our Grandame Earth, 

Diue in the Water, and ſtare vp to Heauen : 
Yet cannot I behold my Sonne Horatio. 
How now, who'sthere, Sprights,Sprights? 

Ped. We are your ſeruants that attend you Sir, 

Hier. What make you with your Torches in the darke ? 

Ped. You bid vs light them,andarttend you here. 

Hier, No,no, you aredeceiu'd,noe 1,youare deceiu'd: 
Was I fo mad to bid you light your Torches now ? 
Light me your Torches at themid of Noone, 
When as the Sun-god rides in all his glory; 
Light me your Torches then. 
Ped. Then we burne es” 
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Hier, Let itbeburnt, Night is a murdrous ſlut, 
That would not haue her treaſons to be ſerie; 
| And yonder pale-fac'd Heccat there the Moone, 
Doth gine conſent tothat is done in darkneflc : 
And all thoſe Starres that gaze vypon her face, 
Are \ glots on her {lecue,pinnes on her traine : 
And thoſe that ſhould be powerfull and diuine, 
Doe fleepe indarkneſſe, when they moſt ſhould ſhin®- _- 
Ped._YProuoke theranot(faire fir) with tempting W's, 
The Heauens are gractous,and your miſcries and lorroW, 
Makes you ſpeake you know not what, 
Hier. Villaine, thou lyeſt; andthou doeſt nought 
But tell me, I am mad : thou lyeſt, I am not mad ; 
I know thee tobe Pearo , and he faques. 
Tle prooue it to thee ; and were I mad, how could I ? 
Where was ſhe the ſame night, whenmy #40ra. was murdred? 
She ſhould hauc ſhone : Search thou the Booke: (grace, 
Had the Moone ſhone in my Boyes face (there was akindot 
That I know)nay,I doe know had the Murderers ſcene him, 
His weapan wouldhaue falne and cut the earth, 
Had he been fram'd of rought but blood and death : 
Alacke,when Miſchiefe doth it knowes not what, 
What ſhall wee ſay to Miſchiefe ? 
Enter [(abella. 
Iſab. Deare nieronms, come in 2 doores, 
Oh ſecke not meanes ſo to cncreaſe thy ſorrow. 
Hier, Indeed [ſabella, wedoe nothing here; 
I doe not crie, aske Pedro,and [aques : 
Not I indeed,we are very merry, very merry, 
Iſa How? be merry here, be merry here. 
Tsnot this the place,and this the very tree, 
Where my Horatio died, where he was murdered? 
Hie. Was,doe net ſay what ; lether weepe it out, | 
This vas the tree, I ſet it of a Kirnell; 
And when our hote Spaine could not let it grow, 
But that the Infant and the humane ſappe 
Began towither ; ducly rwice amorning,. 
WouldI be ſprinkling it with fountaine water ;. 


At 
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At laſt it grewandgrew, and bore, and bore : 

Til at the length 1t grew a gallows, and did beare our ſonne; 

It bore thy fruit nt ; O wicked,wicked Plant, 

One knockes within at the gore. 
See who knocks there ? 
Pearo, It is a Painter fir, 
Hier. Bid him come in,and paint ſome comfort, 

For ſurely there's none liues but painted comfort: 

Let him come 1n,one knowes not what may chance : 

Gods will,that 1 ſhouldſet this tree, 

But cucnſs Maſters, vngrateful ſcruants,reard from novght, 

Andthenthey hate them, that did bring them vp, 

Enter the Painter, 
Paint. God blcfle you fir, 
Hier, Wherefore ? why,thou ſcornefull Villaine ? 

How, where, or by what meancs ſhould I be bleſt ? 

I/a. What wouldſt thou haue, good fellow ? 
Pant, Tuſtice, Madame. 
Hier. O ambitious Beggar,wouldſt thou hauec that, 

That lines not in the world? 

Why,all the yndelued Mynes cannot buy 

An ounce of Iuftice, tis a Iewell ſo incſtimable, 

I tel! thee, God hath ingroſſed all Iuſtice in his hands, 

And there is none, but what comes from him. ({onne, 
Pam.O then I ſee,that God muſt right me for my murdred 
Hier, How,was thy ſonne murdred ? 

Pain. I (ir : no man did holda ſonne ſo deare. 
Hier. What, not as thine ? that's a lye; 

As maſsie as the Earth, I had a ſonne, 

Whole leaſt vnualued haire did weigh 

A thouſand of thy ſonnes, and he was murdered. 
Pam. Alas fir, I had no more buthe, 

Hier. Nor I,nor I : Butthisſame one of mine, 

Was worth a legion : butall is one. 

Pedro, Iaquer: goe ina doores Iſabella goe, 

And this good tellow heere, andT, 

Willrange this hideous Orchard vp and downe, - 

Like to two Lyons reaucd of _ young s 
| : 2 oc 
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Goe ina doores, I ſay. Exenunt. 
| The Painter and hee fits downe, 
Come, let's talke wiſely now. 
Was thy ſonne murdered? 
Pain. I (ir, 
Heer. So was mine, | 
How doſt thou take it? art thou not ſometime mad ? 
Is there notrickes that come beforethine eyes ? 
Pain, O Lord, yes fir. 
Hi-r, Arta Painter? Canſt paint me a Teare,or a wound? 
A Groan:,or a Sigh? Canſt paint me ſuch a Tree as this ? 
Pain, Sir, am ſure you hauc heard of my painting: 
My name's Bazards, 
Hier. Bazardo? afore God an excellent fellow, look youtſir, 
Doe youſee ? Ide haue you paint me my Gallery 
In your oyle-colours matted : and draw me hue 
Yeares younger then I am : Doe you ſce fir ? let fiue 
Yearesgoe : ler them goe like the Marſhall of Spaine, 
My wife /ſſabe/la ſtanding by me, 
Witha ſpeaking looke to my ſonne Horatro : 
Which ſhould intend to this, or ſome ſuch like purpoſe : 
God blefſe thee my ſweet ſonne ; and my hand leaning vpon 
his head thus fir : doc you ſee ? may 1t be done ? 
Pam. Very well fir. 
Hier, Nay, I pray marke me fir : 
Then fir,would 1 hauc you paint me this tree,this very tree : 
Canſt paint a doletull cric ? 
Pain. Seemingly ir, | 
- Hier, Nay,it ſhould crie : but all 1s one, 
Well fir, paint me a youth run thorow and thorow with vil- 
laines ſwords, hanging vpon this trec. 
Canſt thou draw a Murderer ? 
Pain, Ile warrant you (ir; 
I haue thepatterne of the moſt notorious Villaines, 
T hat cuer liucd inall Spaize. 
Hier, O,letthembe worſe,worle ; ſtretck thine Art, 
Andlet their Beards be of /ud«s his owne colour, 
And let their eye-brows iutty ouer:inany calc obſcruc that; 
| | Them 
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Then fir,after ſome violent noyſe, 

Bring me forth in my ſhirt, and my gowne vnder mine amne, 

Wirth my torch in my hand, and my ſword reared vp thus ; 

And with theſe words: 

Wat noſe is this, who calles Hieronimo ? 

May it be done ? | 
Paint. Y calir, 

Hier, Well fir,then bring me forth, bring methrough ally, 
and ally ſtill with a diſtra&ted countenance going along, 
and let my haire heave vp my Night-cap. 

Le& the Cloudes fcowle, make the Moone darke, the Starres 
extin&, the windes blowing, the Belles tolling,the Owles 
ſhriking, the Toads croking, the Minutes ierring; andthe 
Clocke {triking twelae, 

And then ar laſt fr, ſtarting, behold a man hanging, and tot- 
tring,and tottring,as you know the winde will weaue a 
man,and I with a trice tocut him downe. 

Andlooking vpon him by the aduantage of my torch, find it 
to be my ſonnc Horatio, 

There you may a paſsion, there you may ſhew a paſsion. 

Draw me like old Priam of Troy, 

Crying the houſe is a fire, the houſe is a fire, - 

As the Torch ouer thy head : Make me curſe, 

Make me raue,make me crie,make me mad, 

Make me well againe, makeme curſe Hell, 

Inuocate, and inthe end leaue me . WV 

Ina trance, and ſo foorth, 

Pamt. And is this the end? | e 
Hier, O no,there is no en4: the end is death and madnefle; 

ASI amneuer better then when I am-mad, 

Then me thinkes I am a brane fellow, 

Then I doe wonders, but reafonabuſeth me, 

And there's the torment; there's the Hell; 

Art the laſt, ſir, bring me to one of the Murderers, 

Were he as {trong as Hefor, thus would I 

Teare and dragge him vp and downe, 

He beats the Pamter im, then comes out againes 
with a Booke im hy hand. 
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Undaiflh mus; 
T, heauen will be reueng'd of every ill, 
Nor will they ſuffer Murder vnrepaid : 
Then ſtay Hierommo, attend their will, 
For mortall men may not appoynt a time. 

Per ſcelus ſemper tmtum eſt [celeribus iter. 
Strike,and ſtrike home, where wrong is offered thee ; 
For euils vnto ills conductors be, | 
And death's the worſt of Reſolution : 

For he that thinkes with Patience to contend, 
Toquict life, his life ſhall cafily end. 

Faaſj nn/gros unnant habes [alutem, 

Futaſi vitum negant , habes ſepnlchrums., 
If Deſtiny thy miſeries doe caſe, 
Then haſt thou health,and happy ſhalt thou be, 
It Deſtiny deny thee life Hieronims, 
Yet thou ſhalt be aflured of aTombe : 
If neither, yet let this thy comfort be, 
Heauen couereth him that hath no barial!, 
Andto conclude, I will reuenge his death ; 
Buc how ? not as the vulgar witts of men, | a 
With open, but incuitable ils, | 
As by aſecret, yet a certaine meanc, 
Which ynder kindſhip will be cloaked beſt ; 
Wiſe men will take their opportunitie, 
Cloſcly,and ſafely, fitting things to time, 
But in extreames, vantage hath no time : 
And therefore all times fit not for reuenge, 
Thus therefore will I reſt me in vnreſt, 
Diſſembling quiet in vnquictneſſe : 
Not ſeeming that I know their villanies, 
"That my ſimplicirie __ _ them thinke, 
That ignorantly I will let it ſlip : 

; llehey know, 


Forl e I wot, and we 
malorum mer: et, 
Nor ought auayles it me-to menace them, 


Who, as a Wintry ſtorme vpona Plaine, 
Will bearc me downe with their Nobilitie, 


T he Spaniſh Trageare. 
No,no, Hieronimo, thou muſt enioyne 
Thine eyes to obſeruation, andthy tongue, 
Tomilder ſpeaches, then thy Spirits afoorg, 
Thy heart to patience, and thy hands to reſt ; 
Thy Capto Curtcſic,and thy Knee to bow, 
Till to reuenge thou know, when, where,and how. 
A noſe within, 
How now,what noyſe ? what coyle isthat you keepe ? 
Enter 4 Seruaxt . 

Ser. Heere are aſort of poore Petitionets, 
That are importunate, and it ſhall pleaſe you fir, 
That you ſhould plead their cauſesto the King. 

Hier. That I ſhouldplcad their ſeuerall Actions ? 
Why let them enter, andlet mee {ce them; 

Enter three Citizens, and an old man. 

1 So,I tell you this; for Learning and for Law, 
There's not any Aduocate in Spane, 
That can preuaile, or will take halfe the paine, 
That he will, in purſuit of Equitie, 

Hier. Come ncerc,you men that thus importune me ;. 

ow muſt I beare a face of grauitic) 
For this I vide before my Marſhalſhip, 
Topleade in cauſes as Corriegder, 
Come on firs, what's the matter ? 

2 Sir, an Action, 

Hier Of Battery ? 

x Mine of Debt... 

Hier, Glue place. 

2 Nofir, mine is an a&ion of the caſc, 

3 Mine an Ezettone Firma by Leaſe. 

Her, Content you firs, are youdetermined: 
That I ſhould pleade your ſeuecrall Actions? 

1 I fir, and heere's my Declaration, 

2 os here is my Band. WA - 

And heere is my Leaſe. we him papers, 

Hier But wherefore ſtand you-illy man,{o mute Þ 
With mournefull eyes, and hands to Heauenypreard? 
Come hither Father, let me know thy Caule > 
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$-nex, O worthy fir, my cauſe bur {lightly knowne, 
May mooue the hearts of warlike Myrmedons, 
And mclt the corſicke Rockes with ruefull teares. 
Hier. Say father, tell me,what's thy ſuite ? 
Senex, No fir, could my woes, 
Giue way vnto my molt diſtrefſcfull words, 
Then ſhould I nat in Paper (as you ce) 
With Inke bewray, what Blood began in me. 
Hier. What's here ? The humble Swpplication 
of Don Bazulto, for his murdered Soxne, 
Senex. I fir (1 | 
Her, No fir,it was my murdered ſonne,O my ſonne, 
Oh my ſonne; ok my.fonne Horat:o, 
But mine, or thine Bazwlto, be content, 
Here take my Handkercher,and wipe thine eyes, 
Whiles wretched I; In thy miſhaps may ſee 
The liaely pourtrair of my dying ſelfe. 
He drawes ont 4 bloody Naphken, 
O no, not this Horatio, this was thine; 
And when I dide it in thy deareſt blood, 
This was a token twixtthy fonle and me, 
That of thy death reuenged I ſhould be. 
But hecre,take this,and this, what my Purſe ? 
I this,and that, andall of them are thine : 
For all as one are our extremities, | 
1 Oh, ſce the kindnefle of Hrerowimo;z 
- This gentleneſſe ſhewes him a Gentleman, 
Hier. See,ſce, Oh ſec thy ſhame Hieronims; 
Sec heere alouing Fatherto his Sonne : 
Bchold the ſorrowes and the{adlaments, 
That he dcliuered for his ſorines deceaſe. 
If Loues effe&s (0 ſtrints inleſſer things, 1:09] 
If Louc enforce ſuch moodsitimeaner wits, 
If Louc enforceſuch power in poore eſtates : 
Hieronmo, when as a raging Sea | 
Toſt with the winde and x 


,oreturned th&n n 
The vpper billowes, courſe of waucsto keepe, 
Whilſt lcfler waters labour in the deepe ; 


= Then 


T wmſh Traveadie. 
Then ſhameſt thon not Hieromimo, to negle& 
The ſwift reuenge of thy Horatio? 
Though on this Earth Iuſtice will not be found, 
Ile downe to Hell,and in this paſſion, 
Knocke at thediſmall gates of Pluroes Court, 
Getting by force (as once eAlcde; did) 
A troupe of Furics, and tormenting Hagges, 
Tetorture Dew Lorenzo and the reſt. 
Yet leaſt the triple-headed Porter ſhould 
Deny my paſſage to the ſlimy Strond, 
The Thrac:ax Poct thou ſhalt counterfeit: 
Come 0d Father, be my Orphes:, 
And if thou canftno notes ypon the Harpe, 
Then ſoundthe burden of thy ſore hearts griefe, 
Till we doe gaine, that Proſerpme may graunt 
Reuenge on them that murdered my ſonne. 
Theft will I rent and teare them thus, _ 
Shidering their limbes in pieces with my teeth, 
Tearggghe Papers, 
x O fir, my Declaration. Lt 
Exnt Hier onimoo, and 
2 Sane my Bond, 
Emer Hieronime. 

2 Saue my Bond. 

3 Alas, my Leaſe,itcoſt meten 
Andyou (my Lord) haue torne the ſame. 

Hier. That cannot be, I them neucr a wound; 
Shew me one drop of blood fall from the ſame: 
How is it poſſible I ſhould flay it then ? 

Tuſh no, run after, catch me if you can. 
E xeunt all but the od man. 
Bazulto Pay 1. a9 6 gw ag aine, who 
| flaring hins gn the face, ſpeaketh. 

Hier. And arthoy come Horatzo, from the depth, 

Toaske for Iuſtice in this vpper Earth, 
Totell thy Father thou art ynreueng'd, 


To wring more tcares from [/abel{as eyes: 
Whole lghes ard dim'd with ouer-long laments ? 
I , 
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The Spaniſh Tragedie, 
Coe backe my Sonne, complaine to Farr, 
For heere's no Iuſtice ; gentle Boy begone ; 
For Iuſtice is exiled from the Earth, 
Hieronims will beare thee company. 
Thy Mother cryes on righteous Radamant, 
For juſt Reuenge againſt the Murderers, 
Senex. Alas(my L. )whence ſprings this troubled ſpeach? 
Hier. Butlet me looke on my Hera1to, 
Sweet Boy, how thou art chang'd in Deaths blacke ſhade; 
Had Proſerpine no pitic on thy youth, , , 
But ſuffered thy faire crimſon coloured Spring, 
With withered Winter to be blaſted thus ? 
Horatio, thou art elder then thy Father : 
Ah,ruthlefſe Father, that fauour thus transformes. 
Bazs Ah my good Lord, I amnot your young ſonne, 
Hier. What,not my ſonne, thou then a Fury art,. 
Sent from the emptic Kingdome of blacke Night, 
To ſummorrmee to make appearance es... 
Before grim ' Manor, and thi Radamant, 
To plague Hieromme that 1s remiſle, 
And ſeckes not vengeance for: Horatio: death. 
- Baz. I amagricued man, and hot a Ghoſt, 
That came for luſtice for my murdered Sonne. 
Hier, T,now I know thee now thou namſt thy ſonne 3 
Thou art the liuely image of my gricfe, 
Within thy face, my ſorrowes I may ce : 
Thy Eyes are dinvd with teares,thy Checkes are wan, 
Thy Forcheadtronbled, and thy muttring Lips 
Murmure ſad words abruptly broken off, 
By force of windy lighes thy Spiritbreathes, 
And all this ſorrow ri{eth for thy ſonne : 
Andſelfe ſame ſorrow feele I formy ſonne. 
Come inold man, thou ſhalt to //#b-/: 
Leane on my-arme': I thee, thou me ſhalt ſtay, 
And thou, and I, and ſhee, will ſing a Song; 
Three parts in one zbut all of difcords fram'd; 
Talke not of Cords,but letvs now begope, 
Fox with a Cord Heratiowas Maine, 


Exemunt, 
Enter 


Enter King of Spaine,the Duke, Viceroy, and Loreueo, 
Balthazar Don Pedre,and Belimperia. 
Xing. Goe Brother,tis the Duke of Caftiles cauſe, | 
Salute the Viceroy in our name, 
Caft, I goe, 
Vice. Goc foorth Don Pedro,for thy Nephewes ſake, | 
And greete the Duke of Caſtle. 
Ped, It ſhall be done fir, 
Kmg, And now to meet the Portingaley, 
For as wee now are, ſo ſometimes were theſe, 
Kings and Commaunders of the Weſterne /nabes. 
Welcome (brauc /ceroy ) to the Court of Spaine, 
And welcome all his honourable traine. 
Tis not ynknowne to vs, for why you come, 
Or hauc ſo Kingly croſt the raging Seas ; 
Sufficedit inthis, we note the troth, 
And more then common loue you lend to vs. 
SO is it that mine Honourable Neece ; 
For it beſeemes vs now that it be knowne, 
Already is betroath'd to Balthazar : 
And by appoyntment,and our candiſcent, 
To morrow are they to be married, 
To this intent we entertaine thy ſelfe, 
Thy followers their pleaſures, andour peace. 
Speake men of Portmgale, ſhall it be ſo? 
It I, ſayſo: if not,lay flatly no, 
Uice. Renowned King, I come not as thouthink'ſ, 
With doubtfall Followers, vnrcſolued men, 
But ſuch as haue vpon thine Articles, 
Confirm'd thy motton, and contented me, 
Know Soucraigne, I come toſolemnize 
The Marriage of thy welbclouedNeece, 
Faire Belimperia, with my Balkazar, 
With thee my Sonne, whom fith I line toſee : 
Heere take my Crowne, I giue it her and thee* 
And let me liuc a ſolitary life, 
In ceaſclefle Prayers, -.. 
Tothiake how ſtrangely Heauenhath thee preſerud, 
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King. See Brother ſee, how Nature ſtrives inhim : 
Come worthy Viceroy, and accompany 
Thy friend, with thine extremities .- 
A place morepriuate fits this princely mood, 
Vice. Or here,or where your Highneſle thinke it good, 
Exenn all but Caſt.and Lor. 
(aft. Nay ſtay Lorenzo, let me talke with you : 
Sceſt thou this entertainment of rheſe rey wk 
Lor. 1 doe(my Lord)and ioy toſeethe ſame, 
Caf. And knowelt thorn why this mecting is? 
Lor. For her(my Lord)whom Balthazer duth loue, 
And to confirme the prothiſed Mariage, | 
Caſt. Shee is thy Siſter. RP 
Ler. Who, Belwnperia? I my gracious "3%, 
Andthis is the day thatI haue long'd ſo happily toſce. 
Caſt. Thou wouldft be loth that any Eultof thine, 
Should intercept her in her happineſle, 
Lor, Heauens will not let Lorenzoerreſo much. 
Caſt. Why then Lorenzo liſten to my words : 
It is ſuſpeed, and reported too, 
That thou Lorexzo, ſt Hieronimo, 
And in his ſuits towards his Maicſtic, 
Still keepes him backe,and ſeeks to crofle his ſuit, 
Lor; That I, my Lord? 
Caff.1 tell thee (onne,my ſelfe haue heard it ſaid, 
When (to my ſorrow) I haue been aſhamed 
To anſ{were for thee, thoughthou wert my ſonnc. 
Lorenzs,knowſt thou not the common loue, 
And kindneſſe that Hieronwo hath wonne 
By his deſerts, withinthe Court of Spaine ? 
Or ſeeſt thou not the King my Brothers care, 
In his behalfe,andto procure his health ? 
Lorenzo, ſhouldſt thou thwart his paſsions, 
And he exclaime againft thee tothe King, 


What, honour wertin this aſſembly, 
Or what a (candall wert amongthe Kinge, 
To heere Hieronwo exclaime on thee? 


Tell me, and looke thou tell me truely, 


— 


The Spaniſh Travede. 
Whence growes the ground of this report in Conrt ? 
Ler. My Lord, it yes nor in Lorenzo: power 
To ſtop the vulgar liberall of their tongues : 
A ſmall aduantage makes a water-breach'; 
And no man liues, that long contenteth all, 
Caſt. My ſelfe hane ſeene thee buſic to keepe backe 
Him and his ſupplications from the King, 
Ler, Yourlelfe,my Lord,haue ſcene his paſsions, 
That ill beſcem'dthe preſence of a King : 
And forI piticdhim inhis diſtreſſe, 
I held him thence with kind and courteous words, 
As free from malice to Hieronimo, 
As to my ſoule, my Lord, 
Caft, Hierommo (my ſonne)miſtakes thee then ?  # 
Lor. (My gracious Farther, beleene me)ſo hedoth, 
But what's a {illy man diſtra& in mind, 
Tothinke ypon the murder of his Sonne ? 
Alas, how eaſic is it for him to erre? 
But for his ſatisfa&ion,and the worlds, 
Twere good(my Lord)Hieronimoand I, 
Were reconcil'd, if he miſconſter me. 
* Caſt. Lorenes, thou haſt ſaid,it ſhall be ſo, 
Goe one of you, and call Hierowmo, 
Enter Baltazar and Blimperia. 
Bal. Come Belmperia, Balthazars content, 
My ſorrowes cafe, and ſoueraigne of ny bliſle, 
Sith heauen hath thee ordained tobe mine, 
Diſperſe thoſe clouds,and melancholly lookes, 
And cheere them vp with thoſe thy ſun-bright eyes, 
Wherein my hope and heauens faire beauty lyes. 
Bel. My lookes(my Lord)are fitting for my loue; 
Which new begun, can ſhew no brighter yer. 
Bal. New kindled flames ſhould burne as morning Sunne, 
Bel. But not toofaſt, leſt heat and all be done. 
I ſee my Lord my Father, 
Bal, Truce my Loue, I will goeſalute him, 
Caft. Welcome Balthazar, welcome brane Prince, 


The Pledge of Caftiles peace ; | 
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And welcome Belimperia: How now girle 7 
Why commeſt thou ſadly toſalute vs thus ? 
Content thy ſelfe, for I am ſatisfied, 
It 1s not now as when Andrea liu'd, 
We hauc forgotten, and forgiuen that, 
And thou art graced witha happier Louc,. 
But Balthazar, heere comes Heeron;mo, 
Ilc haue a wordwith him. 
Enter Hicromme,and 4 Seruant . 
Hier, And where's the Duke ? 
Ser. Yonder. 
Hier, Euenſo: what newdcuice haue they deviſed tro? 
| Poca Palabras, milde as the Lambe ; 
| Iſt,I will be reuenged? No,I amnot the man, 
Caſt. Welcome Hieranime, 
Ler. Welcome Hierenimo, 
Bat, Welcome Firronmo, 
Hier, My Lords,I thanke you for Horatio, 
(aſt. Hieronime, the reaſon that I ſent 
To ſpeake with you, isthis, 
Hier. What, ſo ſhort? 
Then Ile be gone,I thanke you fort, . 
Caft, Nay,ſtay Hieronimo : goe call him Sonne, 
Lor. Hieromme, my Father craucs a word with you. 
Hier. With me fir? why my L.1 thought you had done, 
Lor, No,would he had, | 
Caſt. Hiers.I heare you find your ſelfe agrieucd at my Son, 
Becauſe you haue not acceſle vnto the King 3 
And ſaythtis he that intercepts your Suits, 
Hier, Why,isnot this amiſcrable thing my Lord ? 
Caſt. Hieronme, I hope you hauec no cane, 
And would be loth that one of your deſerts 
Should once hauc reaſon to ſuſpe& my Sonne, 
Conlidering how I thinke of you my {elfe. 
Hier. Y our Sonne Lorenzo, whom my noble Lord, 
The hope of Spame, mine honourable fricnd ? 
Graunt me the combat of them, if they dare, 
| Drawcs out bu Sword; 
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The Spanifh Tragedie. 
Tle meet him face-to face totell mee (o, 
Theſe be the ſcandalous reports of ſuch, DL 
As loues not mee, and hate my Lord too much. * 
Should I ſuſpe& Lorenzo would preuent, 
Or croſle my ſuite,that loued my Sonne ſo well ? 
My Lerd, I am aſham'd it ſhould be ſaid.- 
Lor. Hieronimo, I neuer gaue you cauſe, 
Hier. My good Lord,I know you did not. 
{aff There pauſe, and for the ſatisfa&ion of the world, 
H:eronims, frequent my homely houſe, 
The Duke of Caſtile, Ciprians ancient Seat; 
And when thou wilt, yſe me, my ſonne,and it : 
But heere beforc Prince Balthazar and me, 
Embrace each other, and be perfc& friends. 
Hier. 1 mary my Lord, and ſhall, 
Friendes Sagar! he\ſee, Hebe friends with you all: 
Specially with you my louely Lord; 
For diucrs cauſes it is fit for vs, 
That we be friends, the world is ſuſpitions, 
And men may thinke what we imagine not. 
Bal. Why this is friendly done Hierommo, 
Lor. And that hope old grudgesarc al pe ? 
Hier, What clſe,it were a ſhame it ſhould not be ſo. 
Caſt, Come on Hieronimo, at my requeſt, 
Let ys intreat your company to day. © xenv?; 
Hier. Your Lordſhips tro commaund. 
Keepe your way. 
CM, chi mfa ? Pri ( orrez.24 Che now ſult 
Tradits iba otrade vel. Exit. 
Enter Ghoſt, and Renenge. 
Ghoſt. 
Awake Eriitha, (erberns awake, 
Solicite Pts, gentle Proſerpine, 
To combate Achmon, and Erichus in Hell, 
For neere by Stix, and Phlegeten : 
Nor ferried Charen to the "ab Lakes, 
Such fearefull ſights, as poore eAvares ſees;.. 
Renenge awake, © 
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| Ghoſt, Awake Rexenge,for thou art ill aduiſde 
To ſleepe,away : What,art warn'd to watch? 
Reuen. Content thy {clfe,and doe not trouble me, 
*Gbcſt. Awake Rewenge; If Loue, as Louc hath had, 
'Hauce yet the'power or preuaylance in Hell ; 
Hieronmo with Lorenzo 1s loyn'd 1n league, 
And interceps our paſſage to reuenge : 
Awake Rewenge, or we are woe begone. 
Ke. Thus worldlings ground what they haucdreamd vpon; 
Content thy ſelfe Andrea, though Iſleepe, 
Yet in my mood ſoliciting their ſoules ; 
Sufficeth thee thit poore Hier on;me 
. Cannot forget his lonne Horatio. 
Nor dyes &exenge, although he {leepe awhile ; 
For in vnquict, quietneſle is fou 
And flumbring is a common worldly wile, 
Bchold Andrea for an inftance, how 
Renenge hath flepr, and then imagine thou, 
What tistobe ſubieR to Deſtiny, 
Emer 4 dumbe Show, 
Ghoſt. Awake Remenge,reucale this myſtery, 
Kew. The two firſt, the nuptiall Torches bore, 
As bright burning as the mid-daycs Sunne : | 
But after them doth Hymen hye as faſt, 
Clothed in Sable, and a Saffron Robe, 
And blowes themout, and quencheth them with blood, 
As diſcontent that things continue ſo, 
| Ghoſt. Sufficeth me thy meaning's vnderſtood, 
And thankes ynto thee,and thoſe Infernall powers, 
That will not tollerate a Loners woe ; 
Reſt thee, for I will fit and ſee the reſt, 
Rew, Then arguenot, fog thou haſt thy requeſt. Exeunr. 


ACTVS QVARTYVS. 
Enter Belimperia, and Hieronimo, 
Bel. JF $ this theloue thou bearſt Horatio ? 
Is this the kindneſſe that thou counterfcits ? 


Are 


Are theſe the fruits of thine inceſſanereares? 
Hicrommo, arc theſe thy paſsions, 

Thy proteſtations, and thy deepe laments, 
That thon wert wont to weary men withall ? 
Oh vnkind Father / Oh deceirfu!! world / 
With what excuſes canſt thou ſhew thy ſelfe? 
With what diſhonour, and the hare of men, 

From this diſhonour, and the hate of men, 
Thus to negle& the life, and loffe of him, 
Whomiboth my letrers, and thine owne belicfe, 
Afures thee to be cauſelefle ſlaughtered? 
Micronms, for ſhame Hieronimo, 

Bee nota Hiſtoric toafter times, 

Of ſuch Ingratitude vnto thy Sonne: * 
Vnhappy Mother of ſuch Children then : 

But monſtrous Father, toforget ſoſoone 

The death of rhoſe, whom they with care and coſt, 
Haue tendred ſo, thus carelefſe ſhould be loſt. 

My ſelfe a ſtranger, inreſpe& of thee, 

So loned his life, as (ti1] I wiſh their deaths. 

Nor ſhall his deathbe vnreueng'd by me, 
Although I beare it out for faſhion ſake: . 

For heere I ſweare,in ſight of Heauen andEarth, 
Shouldſt thounegleR the loue thou ſhauldſt retain, 
Andgiue it ouer, anddeuiſe no more, 

My ſclfe ſhouldſend their hatefull ſoulesto hell, 
That wrought his downfall, withextreameſt death. 

Hier. But may it be,that Belimperia, 

Y owes ſuch reuenge as ſhee hath dain'd to ſay ? 
Why then | ſce that Heauen applies our Fife, 
Andall the Saints doe fit ſoliciting, 

For vengeance on thoſe curſed Murderers., 
Madame tis true, and now1 find it ſo : 

I found a Letter written in your name, 

Andin that Letter, how Horatwodycd. 

My feare and carc in not belecuing itz - _. 
Northinke, I thoughtleſſe thinke vpon a meane, 
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| atfall : 


Tolethis | 
And here I vow,ſoyou but giue conſcnt, 


And will conceale may 
I will ere long determine of their deaths, 
That cauſclefle thus haue murdered my ſonre. 

Bel. Hierenime,L will conſcnt,conſcale, 

Andought that may cffe& for thine auayle, 
loyne with thee torcuenge Horatio, death. 
Hier. O then,whatſocuer I deuiſe, 
L.ct me intreat you, grace my pradiſes : 
For why, the plot's already in my head. 
Heere they are. 
Enter Balthazar,and Lorenzo; 

Ba/, Hownow Hierenime,what courting Behmperie 3 

Heer, 1 my Lord,ſuch courting,as I promiſeyou, 
Shee hath my heart;but you my Lord,hane hers. 

Lor. But now Hier, or neuer,we are to intreat your kelp. 

Pie. My help?why my good Lords,afſure your (clues of mc 
For you hauc giuen mecauſc,I by my honour haue you. 

Bal. It plea(d you at thentertainment of the Embaflador, 
To grace the King ſo much as witha Show : 
Now were your Study ſo well furniſhed, 

As for the paſsing of the firſt nights (port, 
Toentertainemy Father withthe like ; 

Or any ſuchlike pleaſing motion, 

Afure your ſelfe 1t would content them well ? 

Hier, Is this all ? 

Lov. I, this 18 all. 

Hier. Why then Ile fit you, ſay nomore : 
When I was young, I gaue my mind, 

And plide my ſelfe to fruitleſle Poetry : 
Which though it. profit the Profeſſor nought, 
Yetis it paſsing pleaſing s0the world. | 

Lor. Andhow for that? 

Hier, Mary (my good Lord) thus : .. 
Andyet me thinkes,you are tooquicke with vs, 
When in T elede,there 1 Rudied, - | 
In was my chaunce to write a Tragedie, 


| 
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Sec heere my Lords, © © Shewe: thew a broke; © 
Which long forgot, I found this otherday : 

Now would your Lordſhips fanour me ſo much, 

As but to grace me with your a&ing ir; 

1 gms each one of you nt 2 part, | 

are you it will proone tioſt paſsing ſtr 
And wakes plauſible t& thar affembly "=; 

Bal, What, word you hane vsplay'a Tragedie ? 

Hier, Why? Nere thonght it no C—_ 
And Kings and Emperours haue tane delight, 

To make experience of their wits in Playes. 

Lor. Nay, be not angry,good Hieronime, 
The.Prince 6 asked you a queſtien, 

Bal. Tn faith Hicrewme,and you bc ig carncft, 
Ile make one. 

Lor. Age I another. fs 

Flier, Now( Lord) could you entre 
Your ſifter pad neken one ; F 
For what's a Play without a Woman in't? 

Bl. Little intrcatic ſhall ſerue me Hierewmo; 
For I muſt needsbe 1 in your Play. 

ter. Why this is well : I tell you Lordings, 

It was determinedto hane been ated 
By Gentlemen and Schollers too ; 
Such as couldtell what toſpeake. 

Bal, And now it ſhall be ſaid, by Princes and Courticss, 

Suchas cantell how to ſpeake; 
If (as it is our Countrey manner) 
You will but let ys know the Argument, 

Hier, That ſhall I ronndly, The Chronicles of Spane 
Record this written of a Knight of Rhodes : 
Hee was bethroth'd, and dat the length, 
To one Perſeds, an /mm/ian Dame, 

Whoſe beautie rauiſhed all that her beheld; 

Ss ps the ſoulc of Solyman: 

Who at the Marriage was the chicfeſt Gheſt ; 
towinne 
gaine the ſame, - 
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By ſundry meanes fe 
$orſedas louc, and could net 
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Therigan bend paſcionsto a 
One Fh his Baſhawes, whom he beldfalldearn 
Her had this Baſhaw long ſolicited, 
And ſaw ſhee was ab ana >, to be wenne, 
But by her husbarids death : this Knight of Rþoder, 
W hom preſently by Treachery hee {lew. 
Shce ſtird with an exceeding hateghercfore, 
As cauſc of; this, flew Solyman :- 
And to eſcape the Baſhawes tyrannie, 
Did ſtab her ſelfe ; andthis is the Trxgady 
Loy. O excellent, . 
Bel. But ſay, Hieromimo, What then became of hitz 
That was the Baſhaw ? | 
Hier, Mary thus, mooued withremorſe of his miſdeeds; 
Ran to a mountaine top,and hang'd himſelfe, 
'Fal. But which of vs is to performe that part ? 
Hier, O that will I my Lords,make no doubt of it. 
Ile play the Murderer 1 warrant you, 
For I alreadie hane conceitcd that, 
Bal. And what ſhall I ? 
Hier, Great Solyman the Turkiſh Emperour., 
Lor. AndI? 
Hier. Eraſto, the Knight of Rhodes. 
Bel, And 1? 
Hier, Per(eda.chaſt, and reſolute. 
And heere my Lords, are ſcucrall abſtraQs dravwne, 
For each of you ro note your parts, 
And 2& it as occaſiors effered you. 
You muſt-prouide aTurkiſh Cap 
A blacke Maſtachio,and a Fauchion, = Gizer « poper to ow; 
You, with a Crofle, like a Koight of Rhodes, | 
Gwres another to Lor, 


And Madame, you muſt attire your ſclfe, 
Gizes Bel, another: 


» _ 
4 " = 


Like Phebe, Flora, or the Huntreſſe, 

Which to your diſcretion ſhall leeme beſt. 

Andas for me my Lords, 11e looke to one, 

And with the Ranſome "= the Ficerey ſent, 


The tpn Frgedis, © 
$0 furniſh and pegs 
That all the-world ſhall fay, Hieronme: 
Was liberallin p__—_— itfo.. | 
Bal. Hheronmo inkesa Comediewerebetter, 


Hier. A Comedie, fie, Comedies are mes aragarynl 


But to preſent a Kingly Troupe withall, - 
Giue mee a ſtately ay Te Tragediez- /- 
Trega4ia cother nato, fitting Kings, 
Containing matter, and not common things. 
My Lords, all this muſt bee 
As fitting for the firſt nights Reuelling, 
The Italian T ragedians were (o ſharpe of wit, - 
That in one —_— Mcditation,/ _ + 
They would performe anything inaQion. 
Lor. And well itrmay fork hauc icene the like 
In Pari,,mongitrhe French Tragedians. 
Hier. In Pars ; Maſie,and well remembred, |. 
There's one thing morethatreſts.for vs49.d0e. 
Bal. What s that Hierexime? forget notany thing. 
Hier. Each one of ysmuſt at his part . 
In vaknowne Languages, | 
That it may breed more varietie : > -olaad 
As you my Lord, in Latine; I, inGrecke;.- > Oh 
You, ih italian : and for becauſe 1 know + 
That Bel:mperia hath pradtiſed the French, 
In Courtly French ſhall all her Phraſes be. 
Bel. Y ou mcaneto try my-cu eres 
Bal. Batthis will be ameere 
And hardly ſhall we al be vnderftood. 
x9-y, It muſt be (0: for the concluſion 
Shall prooue the Inucntion,andall was good; 
And 1 my felte in an Oration, 
And with a ſtrange and wondrous ſhow beſides, 
That I will haue there behinde a Curtaine, 
Aſſur® thy ſelfe ſhall make the matter knowne: 
Andall ſhal! bee concluded in one Sceane, 
For there's no pleaſure tane intediouſneſle, » 
Bal. How like youthts? 
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Hroman rome ill one: 
A 
Lo, I warranty oy pet Excunt all but Hier. 


Hier, I,why 7 Now ſhall 1 ſeethe fall of Babylon, 
Wrought by the heauensgin this confulion. | 
Andi che world ikomorens Beagadin; 


Hard is the hapef old Hirronims. Exit. 
Emter Iſabella wah a weapon. 
Iſa. Tell me no more;O menſtrous homicides, 
Jince neither pictic,norpittic _ 


The King ro __— — C 
I wil revenge m vpon 

Where xenge my elſe wnchivplace, 

; Her autchna dation. 
Downe with theſe branches, and Je boughes, 
Of this vnfortunare;and farall Pine. 
Downe with theta rendthem vp, . 
 Andburnethe roots from whence the reſt 1s ſpwng. 
I will not leaue a root, a {talke, a tree, 
A bough, a branch , abloſſome,nora leafe, 
No, not an hearbewithinthis Garden. plot. 


Accurſed cemplot of my milery 
Fruitlefle for cucr ma bee, 
Barren the Earth bleſſelcfſewhoſocucr 


Imaginesnot to it vumanured, | 

An Eaſterne winde commixt with noyſeme ayres, 
Shall blaſt the wo > 9 ne nn! arr com 
The Earth with 

And Paſſengers for Fears to w_e Is 

Shall ſtand Nooke and looking atir, rell ; 
There lier ge att ſonne of nw 
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To heare Horatio plead with Radawant's 
Makehaſte Hieromme an pee moan 
Thy negligence inpurſui ir 
Whole hatcfull wrath bereau'd him of his breath, 
Ah ha, thou doeſt delay their deaths, | | 
Forgmesthe Marderersof thy noble Sonne, | 
And none but I, beſtirreme tono end: 
Andas IT curſethis tree from farther fruit, | f 
So ſhall my-wombe be curſed for his ſake : | 
Andwith this weapon will I wound the breaſt, 
The haplefle breaſt that gaue Horatioſucke, + 
Shee ftabrher ſelfe. 
Enter Hieronimo, he knockes wp the (, wrtaruee 
Enter the Dake of Caſtile. 
Caft. How now Hieronime, where's thy fellowes, 
That youtakealtthis paine? 
Hier; O (ir, it is for the Authors credit, 
To looke that all things may goe well ; 
Bot good my Lord, ter me intreat your Grace, 
To glue the King the Copie of the Play: 
Tkis is the Ar t of what we ſhow. 
Caſt. I will Hieronimo, 201 
Hier. One thing more Ord. 
(af. What's - > ? > 
Hier. Let me intreat your Grace, 
That when the traine is paſt into the Gallery,you 
Would vouchſafe to throw me downe the key. 
Hier. What,arc you ready Balthazar ? 
Bring a Chairc,anda Cuſhion for the King. 
Enter Balthazar with @ Chare. 
Well done Balthazar, hang vp the Title : ; 
Our Sccane is Rhodes : what 1s your Beard on? 
Bal. Halfe on, the other is in my hand. + 
Hier. Diſpatch for ſhame, are you ſo long? Exir Baſt. 
Bethinke thy ſclfe, Hieromime, | 
Recall pine, recount thy former wrongs, 
Thow haſt receiu'd by murder of thy Sonne.. s | 
| And 
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And1aitly,not leaſt, how Jabelh, __ 
Once his Mother,and my deareſt Wife, . 
All woe for him hath ſlaine herſelfe, 
Behooues theethen Hierommo, to be reueng'd : 
The plot is layd of dirercuenge 
On them Hierouwne, purſue revenge : | 
For nothing wants,but ating of Reuenge. Za, 
Emter Spaniſh K mg, Urrroy, Dwke of Caſlite, 
and _- Traine. 
King, Now Viceroy, wee {ce the Tragedic 
Of 6, hs the Turkiſh 5424 
Perform'd of pleaſure, by our Sonne the Prince, 
My Nephew, Don Lorenzo, and my Necce, 
Fice, Who, Belimperia? 
King. I, and Hheronime our Marſhall, 
At whoſe requeſt they deine todogt themiſclues. 
Theſe be our paſtimes inthe Courtof Spene. 
Heere Brether, you ſhall bethe-Booke- keeper, 
This is the Argument of that they ſhow. Gines bins a Book. 


Gentlemen, this Playaf Hieronimo n fandry | erwas 
thought geod to bee ſer downe in Fern 3s 
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Enter Balthazar, Betimperia,and Hieronimo, 
Balt. B Aſpaw,that Rhodes 1s ours,yeeld heauens the honor, 
And holy Ahomet ur (acred Prophet ; 


or 
Bat thy deſert in.conquering &bods: is lefle, 
Mins reſeruing this faire Chriſtian Nymph - 
Per{taa, blifſcfall of Excellence, 
Whoſe eyes compelblike powerfull Adamant, 
The warlike heart of Soyman to wayt, 
”  Kimg. See Utceroy, that 1s Balthazar your Sonne, 
That repreſents the Emperour Sohmas :; 
How well he a&es his amarous paision. q ; 


Vices 
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Uice, I, Pe//rmperia hath taught himthar, 

(ft. Thits becauſe his minderuns all on Pelamperia. 

Herer. What euer 10y carthyeelds,betide your Maieſty, 

B«/. Earth ycelds no ioy without 'Per/edas louc, 

Hier, Then let /erſeda on your Grace attend, 

Bal. Shee ſhall not wait on me,but I on her, 

Drawne by the influence of her Lights, I yeeld; 

Bur ler my Friend the AKhogtan Knight come forth, h 

Erajlo dearerthen my life to me, k 

That he inay (ce Perſeda my beloucd, | 

Enter Eraſto. 

King, Heere comes Lorenzo: looke vponthe Plot, 
And tell me Brother, what partplayes hee ? . 

Bel. Abmy &r«fſto, welcome to'Perſeds.. 

Era Tnrice happy 1s Erafo, that thou liueſt, 

Rhodes lofſe is nothing to £rafter toy, 

Sith his P-»ſea<lincs, his lifeſuruiuecs, 

Bal. Ah Baſhaw, hceere is loue betwixt Eraſe 
Andfaire Per/eda, ſoucraigne of my ſoule, 

Hier. Remooue Eraſto,mightic Solyman, 

Andthen Per/cda will be quickly wonne. 

Bal. &rafto is my friend, and while he liues, 

Perſeda neuer will remooue her loue, 
Hier. Let not Eraſto line to griene great Sol; mes, 
B-/, Deare is reſto in ourprincely eye. 

Hier. Bur if he be your Riuall, lethimdie. 

B-{. Why let him die,ſo Loue commandcth me; 
Yetgricue | that Erajts ſhouldſo die. 

Hier. Eraſto, Solymar (aluteththee, 

Andlers thee wit by me his Highnefle wall, | 

W hich is, that tuou ſhouldſt be thus employde,. Stab him, 
Be. Aye me Faſts; ice Sotyman Erafto': flaine. - 

B4. Yetliueth »o/yman to comfort thee. 
FaireQueene of Beautie,lct not fauour die, 
But with a gracious eye behold his griefe, 
That with Perſedss beautie isincreaſt,)» 

If by Per/edas gricfe benot relealt.. 
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Bel. Tyrant,defift pa, Is ſuites, 


Relent- 
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Relentlefſe are mine cares tothy laments, 
As thy Butcher is pittileſſe andbaſe, 
Which ſeiz'don my Eraſto harmelefle Knight; 
Yet by thy powerthou thinkeſt ro commaund, 
And to thy power, P-r/eda doth obey : 
But were ſhee able, thus ſhe would reuenge 
Thy treacheries on thee ignoble Prince: Let her ftab him, 
And on her ſelfe ſhe would be thus reueng'd, Stab her (elf; 
Kmg. Well ſaid old Marſhall, this was braucly done. 
Hier, But Belimperiaplayes Perſeda well. 
Vice. Were this in carneſt Belmpersa 
Y ou would be better to my Sonne then ſo ? 
King. But now, what followes Hieronmo ? 
Hier, Mary this followes for Hieronmo: 
Here breake we off our ſundry Languages, 
And thus conclude I in our vulgar tongue. 
Happily you C_—_— bootlefle be your thoughts) 
That this is fabulouſly counterfeit; 
And that we doe as all Tragedians doe, 
Todie today, (for faſhioning our Sccane, 
The death of «ax, or ſome Romane Pecre) 
And ina minute ſtarting vpagaine, 
Reuiue to pleaſe to morrowes audience : 
No, Princes know, I am Hieronumo, 
The hopelcfle Father of a hapleſſe Sonne; 
Whoſe tongue is turd to'tell his lateſt tale, + 
Not to excuſe greſſe errours in the Play. 
I ſee your lookes vrge inſtance of thoſe words : 
Bchold the reaſon vrg.ng me tothis, 
54 He [bt wer his dead Soune. 
See heere my fhew, looke on this ſpeRacle : 
' Heere lay my hope, and heere my hope hath end : 
Here lay my heart,and heeremy heart was ſlaine ; 
Heere lay my treaſure, heere my treaſure loſt ; , 
Heere lay my blifle, and heeremy bliſſe bereft ; 
But hope,heatt,treaſure, joy, and blifſe, 
All Red, faild,dyed; yea, all decayd with this: 
From toorth theſe woumds,came breaththat gaue me Ry 
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They murdered me that made theſe fatal! markes : 
The cauſe was loue, whence grew this mortall hate: 
The hate, Lorents, and young Balthazar, 

The lone, my Sonne to Belimpera ; 

Bur night, the couerer of accurſed crimes, 

With Pitchy ſilence haſhtthe trayterous harmes, 
And lent them leaue, for they had ſorted leaſuze, 
To take aduantage in my Garden plot, 

V pon my ſonne, my deare Horatio : 

There mercileflo they butchered yp my Boy, 

» In blacke darkenight, to pale dim crucll Death ; 
He ſhrikes, I heard: andyct methinks1 heare 
His diſmall outcry ecchoin the ayre : 
Withſ(8oncſt ſpeed I haſted tothe noy(e, 

Where kanging on a tree I found my ſonne, 
Through girt with wounds,and neeny asyou ſec : 
And gricued(I thinke you) at this ſpeRacle ? 
Speake Portingaler, whole loſle reſemble mine, 
It thou canft weepe vponthy Baltbezar, 

Tis like I wayld for my Horatio. 

And you my Lord, whoſe reconciled ſonne, 
Marcht in a Net,and himſclfe vnſcene, 
And rated me for braine-ſicke Lunacic : 
Which God amend that mad Hieronemo. 

How can 6c brooke our Playes cataſtrophe ? 
And here behold this b Handkercher, 
Which at Horatio: death, I (weeping) di 
Within the Riuer of his bleeding wounds, 

Is as propitious : ſce, I hane preſerucd, 

And neuer hath it left my bleeding heart, 
Soliciting remembrance of my vew : 

With theſe, O theſe accnrſed murderers; 
Which now perfor'md, my heart is ſatisfied : 
And to this cnd, the Baſbav I became, 

That might reuenge me on Lorenzo life, 

Who therefore was appapang tothe part, 
And was to repreſent the Knight of Khodes, 


That I might kill hinmore a 
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$o Uiceroy, Was this Balthazar thy ſonne, 
That Solyman, which. Belimperia 
In perſon of Perſ-ds mu ed, 
Solely appointed to that Tragicke part, 
Thar ſhee might ſlay him that offended her, 
Poore e/1mperia miſt her part in this : 
For though the Story ſaith, ſhe ſhouldhaue dyed, 
Yet I of kindneſſe,andof.care to her, 
Did otherwiſe derermine of her end, 
But louc of him(whom they d:d hate ſo much) 
Did vr2c her Reſolution to be ſuch. 
And Princes, now behold H:trouns, 
Authour and A&or inthis Tragedy, 
Bearing his lateſt fortune in his fiſt; 
And will as reſolure concluce his part, 
- As any of the Actors gone before. 
And Gentiles, thus I end my Play : 
Vrge no more words, I haue nomore to ſay. 

. He runneth to kang himſelfe. 

King, O hearken Viceroy, hold Hieronime. 
Brother,my Nephew ,and thy Sonne areflaine. 

Vice. Weare betrayd,my Balthazar is (laine: 
Breake ope the doores : run,ſaue Hieronime. 

They breake in, and hold Hieronwme. 
Hierenimo, doe but informe the King of theſe cuents,, 
Vponmine Honour,thon ſhalt haue no harme. 

Fer, Viceroy] will not truſt thee with my life, 
WhichI this day hane offered ro my Sonne : (dic? 
Accurſed wretch,why ftaiiſt thou him that was reſolu'd to 

Kmg. Speake traytor, damned bloody Murderer ſpeake; 
For now I haue thee, F will make tlice ſpeake ; 

Why haſt thou done this vndeterving deed ? 

Tice, Why haſt thou murdered my Bathazar ? ' 

Caſ?, Why haſt thon butchered both-my children thus?s 

Hier. But are youſure that they are dead? 

Caſt. 1, flainetoo ſure, | 
' Hur, What,and yours too? - 

. Vice. 1,all are dead,not one of them ſuruiue, 
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Hi-r, Nay then I care not: come,and we ſhalbbe friends, 

Let vs lay our heads together ; 

See, heere $a goudly nooze will hold them all, 

Vice. O damned Deuill,how ſecure he is | 
Hier, Secure ? why dolt thou wonder at it ? 

I tell thee / Y4c+roy | this day I haue ſeene reueng'd, 

And in that ſight am growne a prouder Monarch, 

Then cuer (ate vnder the Crowne of Spazae ; 

HadI1 as many lues as there be Starres, 

As many Heauens to goe to, as thoſe liucs, 

Ide giue themall, 1 and my foule to boot, 

But | would {Ce thee ride an this red poole. 

Ca#t, Speake, who were thy confederats in this? 
Vice. That was thy daughter Beirmperia : 

For by her hand my Zalithazar was {laine; 

I {aw her ftabhim, 

Hier, O good words : as deare tome was my Horatio, 

As yours,or yours,or yours my Lordgo you, 

My guiirtlefle Sonne was by Lorenz {laine, 

, And by Lorenzo, and that Balthazar, 

Am I at laſt reuengedthroughtly ; 

Vpon whoſe ſoules may Heauens be yet reuenged, 

W ith greater farre, then theſe affliQions. 

Me thinkes, fince I grew inward with Reuenge, 

I cannot looke with {carne enough on Death. 
Kisg. What,doſt mock vs ſlaue ? bring tortures forth, 
Hier. Doe,doe,doe: and meanc time 1letorture you : 

You had a ſonne(as [ take it,)and your lonne 

Should have bene marriedto your daughter; ha,waſt not ſo ? 

You had a ſonne too, he was my Lieges Nephew : 

He was proudand p-litike: hadhe hued, 

He might a come to weare the Crowne of Spaine: 

I thinke twas fo ; twas | that killed him; _ 

Looke you, this ſame hand was it that ftab'd 

His heart : doe you ſee this hand? 

| For one Horatuo, if you cuer knewhim, 

A yonth, one that they hanged vp in his fathers garden :- _ 

One that did force your valiant ionne to yeeld, 


BY While 
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While youf valiant Sonne did take him priſoner, 
Uice. Be deafe my Senſes, I can heare no more. 
King. Fall Heanen,andcouer vs with thy fadruines, 
Call Rowle all the world within thy pitchy clond. 
Hier. Now doe I applaud what I kaue actcd. 
Nunc mens cade manus. 
Now to exprefſe the rupture of my part, 
Firſt take my Tongue, and afterward my Heart. 
| Hee bites out bis Tongue. 
King. O monſtrous reſolution of a wretch : 
See Urceroy, he hath bitten foorth his Tongue, 
Rather then to reueale what we require 
Caſt, Yetcan hg write. ; 
Kmg. And if inthishe ſatisfievsnot, 
Wee will deniſe thetreameſt kind of death, 
That cuer was inuented for a wretch, 
He makes fignes for a knife to mend bis Per... 
Caſt. O,he would haue a knife to mend his Pen, .. 
Vice. Hecre, and aCuiſe thee that thou write the truth, 
Looke to my Brother, ſaue Hicronimo. 
He with the Knift tabs the Duke,and bimſelft, 
King. What age hath euer heard ſuch monſtrous deeds ? 
My Brother, and the whole ſucceeding hope 
Of Spaive, expeedafter my deceaſe, 
Goe beare his body hence, that we may mourne, 
The loſle of our beloued Brothers death, 
That hee may be entomb'd whar ere befall : 
I am the next, the ncereſt laſt of all, 
Tice, And thou Den Pedro, doe the like for vs : 
Take vp our haplefle Sonne vntimely flaine ; 
Set me withhim, and he with wocfull me, 
Vpon the Maine-maſt of a Ship vamand, 
And let the winde and tyde hale mealong, 
To Sil/a; barking and vntamed gulte ; 
Or tothe joarhipme Peolc of eAchion, 
To weepe my want of my ſweet Balthazar, 
Spare hath no refrige for a Portingale, Exeunt. 


The 


 ' The Spaniſh Tragedie, 


The Trumpets ſound a dead Mareb,the King of Spame wour « 
wng after bis Brother: body : and the K wg of Port m- 
gale bearing the body of bu Sonne, 


Enter Ghoſt,and Rexenge, 


Ghoſt. 1, now my hopes haue end in their effeRs, 
When Blood and Sorrow finiſhmy Dekires : 
Horatio murdered in his fathers Bower : 

Vile Serberine by Pedringano laine : 

Falſe Pedring ano hang'd by quaint deuice: 

Faire [ſabel/a by her (elfe miſ-done ; 

Prince Balthazar by Belmperia ſtab'd ; 

The Duke of {aftwe, and his wicked Sonne, 
Both done to death by old Hieronime: 

My Belmperia falne as Dads fell : 

And good Hieronmmo {laine by himſelfe, 

I, theſe were ſpeRacles to pleaſe my ſoule. 
Now will I beg at louely Proſerpine, 

That by the vertue of her princely doome, 

I may conſort my friends in plealing ſort, 
And on my foes worke iuſt and ſharpe Reuenge. 
Helead my fricnd Horatio through thoſe Ficlds, 
Where neuer dying Warres are ſtill inur'd. 

IHe lead faire 1/abe/la to that traine, 

Where Pitte weepes, but ncuer feeleth paine. 
Ile lead my Be/mmperia to thoſe ioyes, 

That Veſtall Virgins, and faire Queenes poſleſſe. 
le lead Hieromemo where Orphens playes, 
Adding ſwcert pleaſure tocternall dayes, 

But ſay Rewenge, (for thou muſt helpe, or none) 
Againſt the reſt, how ſhall my hate be ſhowne ? 

Rexey, This hand ſhall hale them downe todeepeſt Hell, 
Where nought bur Furics, Bugges, and Tortures dwell. 
Ghoſt Then (weet Rewenge, doe this at my requelt, 
Let me beludge, and doome them to vnreſt. | 
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T he Spaniſh Trageme. 
Let looſe poore Titis: fromthe Vultures gripe, 
And let Don -Cyprias ſupply his roome : | 
Place Don Lore/&s on /x1m:; W heele 
And 1-t the Loucrs endlcfic paines furceaſe, 
Inmne forgets old wrath, and graunts him calc, 
Hang B althazar about Chmarar necke, 
And let him there bewailc his bloody Loue, 
Repining at our toyesthat are aboue., 
Let Serb-r4e goe roule the fatall Stone, 
And ta'e from :phns his cndicfle moane, 
Falſe Pedrmgane for his Treachery, 
Let him be dragg'd through boyling- 4cheron » 
And there liue, dying (till m cadlefſe flames, 
Blaipheming Gods, and all their holy names, 
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Then haſte we Pics. ht thy Frietidsand Foes: 
To place tay Friends in caſe, the reſt in woes : 
For heere, ough Death doth end their muſery, © 
Ile there begin their endlefle Tragedie, Exewnt, 
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